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EDITOR'S PEEFACE. 



The publishers have divided this work of 
Froebel in order to bring it into volumes of 
convenient size. The edition of Wichard Lange 
and the former English translations have the 
form and style of a music book. In separating 
the contents for this division, the mottoes, com- 
mentaries, and mother communings have been 
placed in the first volume, which may be called 
the Mother's volume. The songs and music are 
reserved for the present volume, which is the 
Children's volume. What it contains is suitable 
for children's ears and voices. 

As already mentioned in the preface to the 
first volume, the illustrations are reproduced 
from the large and well-executed cuts of the 
Wichard Lange edition, long since out of print, 
and now very difficult to procure even from an 
antiqiiarian bookstore. The pictures in that edi- 
tion are large enough (6 by 9 inches) to show 
the minute details. In order to preserve these 
details the publishers of the present edition 
(size of page 3i by o inches) have been at the 
pains of repeating and enlarging the parts of 
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certain of the pictures, making in some cases 
two or three new pictures, and bringing out 
what is obscure with greater distinctness than 
is found even in the Lange edition. Inasmuch 
as the children are expected to find all these par- 
ticulars in their study of the illustrations, and 
trace out the niotives of the artist, this feature 
of the work will be appreciated by all kinder- 
gartners. 

The publishers have also enlarged the Lange 
pictures to four times the size of the oi^iginal, and 
printed them on a series of charts for use in the 
kindergartens, furnishing them, at a moderate 
price. 

The new music herewith offered will justify 
itself as a substitute for that which has been dis- 
carded. 

I have already stated in my preface to the 
former volume the reasons that have made it 
desirable to obtain new and more poetic transla- 
tions of these Froebelian songs. I have gone 
so far as to say that " most of the literal imita- 
tions of Froebel's poetry have contributed in a 
greater or less degree to ruin the poetic sense of 
teachers and pupils." I believe that I shall be 
sustained in this opinion by all kindergartners 
possessed of genuine poetic taste, but I think 
that the versions here offered will be found sure 
to commend themselves to all who have a " lit- 
erary conscience." 

W. T. Harris. 

Washington, D. C, October, 1895. 



MISS BLOWS PREFACE. 



The poems in this volume are not literal 
translations of those in the original Mother Play, 
but attempts to cast Froebel's ideas into truly 
poetic form. A few songs have been added, in 
order to develop the thoughts suggested in some 
of the more important plays, and a series of Wan- 
dering Games has been given to illustrate Proe- 
bel's metho(i_of__ genetic ev oliLtion. A full ac- 
count ofTEe^'development of these games, un- 
der Froebel's own guidance, will be found in the 
Pedagogics of the Kindergarten, pp. 247-254.* 

Since most of the melodies in the original 
Mother Play have been condemned by competent 
critics, new music is given in this volume. This 
music consists in part of melodies written by 
composers of acknowledged merit, and in part 
of selections from folk songs. The latter have 
been submitted to Mr. George L. Osgood, and 
accepted with his approval. A few of the best 
melodies in the original Mother Play have been 
retained, and, finally, some of the music of Karl 
Reineke has been used. 

* International Educational Series, vol. xxx. 
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viii MISS BLOW'S PREFACE. 

Grateful acknowledgments are due to Miss 
Eleanor Smith, and to her publishers (Messrs. Mil- 
ton Bradley and Thomas Charles), for permission 
to use eight songs from Volume I, and one song 
from Volume II of her Songs for Little Children. 
Miss Smith's books contain songs on all the 
subjects omitted in this volume (Good Morning 
Songs, Weather Songs, Songs of the Seasons, 
Christmas, Easter, and Thanksgiving Songs, 
Flower Songs, Gift Songs, Patriotic Songs, etc., 
as collaterals to The Greeting, The Little Gar- 
dener, and The Pigeon-House) ; and I earnestly 
hope that her interest in and generosity toward 
the Mother Play may increase the influence of 
her already well-known and popular collections. 

I desire also to express my sincere thanks to 
Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller for The Little 
Maiden, and The Stars and The Farmyard, as 
well as for her kindness in adapting The Farm- 
yard, by Mrs. FoUen ; to Mrs. Eliot for The 
Cuckoo, Hide and Seek, and The Child's Prayer ; 
to Miss M. J. Garland for the poem and music of 
Play with the Limbs ; to Miss Kate L. Brown for 
The Finger Piano, and for the use of The Little 
Plant ; to Miss Emilie Poulsson for permission to 
use her poems Calling the Pigeons and The 
Weathervane ; to Miss Elizabeth C. Le Bourgeois 
for the poem of The Light-Bird ; to Miss Eleonore 
Heerwart for the use of The Trees ; to Mr. W. L. 
Tomlins for the use of Rippling, Purling Little 
River; to Oliver Ditson Co. for use of Butter- 
flies; and to Mr. Fred. Field BuUard for gener- 
ous help in the revision of music. 
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Miss Emilie Poulsson's charming volume of 
Finger Plays is a valuable collateral to the 
Mother Play. I would call particular attention 
to The Little Men, The Little Plant, and A Little 
Boy's Walk, as songs to be used in connection 
■with The Greeting, Naming the Fingers, The Lit- 
tle Gardner, and The Pigeon House. 

Susan E. Blow. 

Cazenovia, N. y., Nov. 3, 1895. 
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SONGS AND PICTURES. 



PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 

Up and down, and in and out, 
Toss the little limbs about ; 
Kick the pretty dimpled feet — 
That's the way to grow, my sweet ! 

This way and that. 

With a pat-a-pat-pat. 

With one, two, three, 

For each little knee. 

By-and-bye, in work and play. 
They'll be busy all the day ; 
Wading in the water clear. 
Running swift for mother dear. 

So this way and that. 

With a pat-a-pat-pat. 

And one, two, three. 

For each little knee. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



PALLING! PALLING! 

Down goes baby. 

Mother's pet ; 
Up comes baby. 
Laughing yet. 
Baby well may laugh at harm. 
While beneath is mother's arm. 

Down goes baby, 
Without fear ; 
Up comes baby, 
Gaily here. 
All is joy for baby while 
In the light of mother's smile. 

Ejulie Poulsson. 



THE WEATHER-VANE. 

Weathercock^ what makes you go 
Round and round the whole day so ? 

'Tis the wind whirls me ! 

'Tis the wind twirls me ! 
So to all the world I show 
How the merry wind doth go. 

Pretty kite, what makes you fly. 
Up above the tree-tops high ? 

'Tis the wind lifts me ! 

'Tis the wind drifts me ! 
Tosses me in merry play, 
Here and there and every way. 

Windmill, high on yonder hill. 

What makes your sails go turning still ? 

'Tis the wind loves them ! 

'Tis the wind moves them ! 
Helps them turn the mill-stones round. 
So your meal and flour's ground. 

The wind can do so many things. 
The airy sprite on viewless wings : 
It waves the flag, it bends the tree. 
It shakes our curls for you and me ; 
And in our merry play we too, 
Show all the things the wind can do. 

Laura B. Richards. 
7 



THE WEATHER-VANE. 

This way, that way, 

Turns the weather-vane; 
This way, that way. 
Turns and turns again. 
Turning, pointing, ever showing. 
How the merry wind is blowing. 

BSIILIB POULSSON. 



ALL GONEl 

All gone ! the supper's gone ! 
White bread and milk so sweet. 
For baby dear to eat. 

All gone ! the supper's gone ! 
Where did baby's supper go ? 
Tongue, you had a share, I know. 
Little mouth, with open lips. 
Through your rosy gate it slips. 
Little throat, you know full well 
Where it went, if you would tell. 

Little hands, grow strong ; 

Little legs, grow long ; 

Little cheeks, grow red : 

You have all been fed. 

Emily Huntington Millek. 
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TASTE SONG. 

When the red lips open wide, 
And you part the teeth inside. 
Then a tiny door you show. 
Where this little plum may go. 
Now the pink tongue comes in haste. 
All the pleasant juice to taste. 
Ah, 'tis very nice and sweet ! 
Fruit like this is good to eat. 

Bid good-hye to juicy plum ; 

Let the sour ajDple come — 

Take a dainty little bite 

From its cheek all red and white. 

What a funny face you make ! 

How your little head you shake ! 

In your look I see confessed 

That you like the sweet things best. 

Now the bitter almond try, 
Brown its shell, and hard and dry ; 
Yet within, a kernel white 
Shyly hides away from sight. 
Yes, it draws the mouth a bit. 
But it's wholesome, every whit. 
Many bitter things you'll meet : 
Time, perhaps, will make them sweet. 

All the fruits and nuts, in turn. 
Teach a lesson you may learn. 
If a thing is ripe all through. 
Then 'tis very good for you ; 
But to eat the unripe things. 
Sharpest pain and trouble brings ; 
Though they look so fresh and fair. 
Danger, dear, is hiding there. 

Nora Archibald Smith. 
14 



FLOWER SONG. 

Smell tlie flower, my child, and see 
What its perfume tells to thee. 
In its cup, so small and bright. 
Safely hidden from our sight. 
There an angel-spirit dwells. 
And its message sweetly tells. 

" From my tender resting-place. 
Little one with happy face, 
I am talking to thee, dear. 
Though no voice my child may hear ; 
But my perfume sweet will tell, 
Little friend, I love thee well." 

Kate L. Beown. 



15 



TICK! TACK! 

Swing, swong ! this is the way 

Goes the pendulum night and day. 

"Tick! tock! tick! took!" 

ISTever resting, says the clock. 

" Time for work and time for fun, 
Time to sleep when day is done. 
Tick ! tock ! " Hear the clock ! 

" Time to rest each little head ; 

Time the children were in bed." 

Swing, swong! sure and slow 

Goes the pendulum to and fro. 

" Tick ! tock ! tick ! tock ! " 

In the morning says the clock. 
" Time to wake from slumber sweet. 
Time to wash and time to eat. 
Tick ! tock ! " Hear the clock,. 

" Tick, tack, tock ! " it cries, 

" Children, it is time to rise ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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MOWING GRASS. 

Peter, Peter, quickly go 
To the field the grass to mow ; 
Juicy grass, and hay so sweet. 
Bring them for the cow to eat. 
Lina, Lina, milk the cow ; 
Good milk she will give us now. 
Milk to drink, with rolls or bread. 
Thus we little ones are fed. 

Let us thank our friends, each one : 
Peter, for the mowing done, 
Lina, for the milking, too. 
And for milk, good cow, thank you. 
Thanks to all are gladly said : 
Baker, thank you for the bread. 
Thanks dear mother shall not miss. 
Given with a loving kiss. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE RHYME OP THE BOWL OP MILK. 

Oh, here is the milk, so sweet and white. 
All ready for dear little bahy ! 

This is the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white, 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly the milkmaid, who worked with a' will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the dry and sweet-smelling hay 
That was fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 
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This is the grass — (in the field it grew, 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew) — 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the mower, who worked at the farm. 
Swinging the scythe with his strong right arm, 
Mowing the fields of grass that grew. 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and clew — 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poixred into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

Emilie Poulsson. 



BECKONING THE CHICKENS. 

Tint fingers in a row. 

Beckon to the chickens — so. 

Downy little chickens dear. 

Fingers say, " Come here ! come here ! " 

Chick! chick! chick! chick! 
Fingers say, " Come here ! come here ! " 
Pretty chickens, soft and small. 
Do not fear — we love you all ! 

E:iIILY HUA'TINGTON MiLLEE. 
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BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

Call the pigeons, baby dear — 

Beckon them to yon ; 
Hear them answer lovingly, 

Coo-oo ! coo-oo ! coo ! 

Emilie Poulsson. 



BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

See the pretty pigeons, coming, love, to meet 

you! 
Little dimpled hand, can you learn to say, " I 

greet you ? " 
Bend the rosy fingers, wave them to and fro : 
Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby greets you so. 

Smooth your shining feathers, spread your glossy 

wings ; 
Baby loves to see you, gentle, fearless things. 
Here is grain to feed you, but, before you fly. 
Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby says " Good-bye ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE PISH IN THE BROOK. 

Merry little fishes, 

In the hrook at play, 

Floating in the shallows. 

Darting swift away. 

" Happy little fishes, come and play with me ! " 

" No, no ! " the fishes say, " that can never he ! " 

Pretty hodies curving, 

Bending like a bow. 

Through the clear, hright water. 

See them swiftly go. 

" Happy little fishes, may we play with you ? " 

" No, no I " the fishes say, " that would never 

do!" 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE TARGET. 

One piece this way. 

And one piece that. 
And a smooth little board 

That is round and flat. 
Drive in a peg 

That will hold them well. 
And here is a target. 
Ready to sell ! 
" What costs it ? " " Three halfpennies." 
" That is too dear ; 
Only two halfpennies 
Have I here." 
" Three halfpennies is just enough — 
One for the work and two for the stuff. 
Three halfpennies the buyer must pay ; 
Who can not pay it must run away." 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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PAT-A-CAKE. 

Come, my baby, you sball mako 
Mother dear a little cake. 
Roll it this way, roll it that, 
Pat tbe cake all smooth, and flat ; 
Mark it there, and mark it here — 
There's a cake for mother dear. 

Baker, is your oven hot ? 
Bake my cake, but b\irn it not. 
Here's the oven, hot and ready. 
Toss the cake in, straight and steady. 
Bake it brown, and bring it here. 
Baby's cake for mother dear. 

Emily Hujsitington Miller. 
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THE NEST. 

Here's a pretty cradle nest. 

Snug, and warm, and round ; 
Cuddled in the downy bed. 
Little nestling birds we found. 
" Stay ! stay ! " the birdies say, 
" Mother, do not ily away ! " 
" Dear, so dear, never fear ! 
Mother waits and watches near." 
Peep ! peep ! Dear, so dear. 
Hush, my babies, do not fear ! " 

Emily Huktinqton Miller. 
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THE FLOWER-BASKET. 

Weave the little basket, fill it up with posies, 

Roses from the garden, blossoms from the wood. 
With our birthday wishes, with our songs and 
kisses. 
Bring it to the father, dear and kind and good. 
With smiles and with singing 
Our gift we are bringing. 
But love is the treasure 
We give without measure. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE PIGEON-HOUSE. 

Oh, see my pigeon-hoiise so high ! 
Come, my pretty pigeons, haste to fly ! 

To pleasant fields they swiftly go. 

So busy gleaning to and fro. 
And when they come back to rest at night. 
Again I close my pigeon-house tight. 

Here, in the home so snug and warm. 
Live the little children safe from harm. 

They pass the day in merry play. 

Through woods and meadows green they stray, 
But when they come back at night to rest. 
Father and mother and home are best. 

When evening shadows slowly creep. 
Softly coo the pigeons, nestling to sleep. 

The gentle mother, wise and dear. 

Her happy children gathers near. 
And sings to the baby on her breast, 
" The world is pleasant, but home is best." 

Emily Huntington Mii.lisk. 
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NAMING THE FINGERS. 

This is little Tommy Thumb, 
Eound and smooth as any plum. 
This is busy Peter Pointer ; 
Surely he's a double- jointer. 
This is mighty Toby Tall ; 
He's the biggest one of all. 
This is dainty Reuben Ring ; 
He's too iine for anything. 
And this little wee one, maybe. 
Is the pretty Finger-baby. 
All the five we've counted now. 
Busy fingers in a row. 
Every finger knows the way 
How to work and how to play ; 
Yet together work they best. 
Each one helping all the rest. 

Laura E. Eichaeds. 



46 




47 




49 



THE GREETING. 

Now see them here. 

These friends so dear. 
As they together meet ; 

With bows polite. 

And faces bright. 
Each other they will greet : 

" Oh, how do you do ? 

And how do you do ? 
And how do you do again ? 

And how do you do ? 

And how do you do ? " 
Say all these children ten. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE FAMILY. 

This is the loving mother. 
Always good and dear ; 
This is the busy father. 

Brave and full of cheer ; 
This is the merry brother. 

Grown so strong and tall ; 
This is the gentle sister. 
This the baby small ; 
And here they all together meet. 
This whole glad family complete. 

ElIILlB POULSSON. 
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THE FAMILY. 

This is the mother, so busy at home, 
Who loves her dear children, whatever may 
come. 

This is the father, so brave and so strong, 
Who works for his family all the day long. 

This is the brother, who'll soon be a man ; 
He helps his good mother as much as he can. 

This is the sister, so gentle and mild. 
Who plays that the dolly is her little child. 

This is the baby, all dimpled and sweet ; 

How soft his wee hands and his chubby pink feet I 

Father, and mother, and children so dear. 
Together you see them, one family here. 

Bjiilte Poulsson, 
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NUMBERING THE FINGERS. 

The thumb is one, 
The pointer two. 
The middle iinger three ! 
Ring finger four. 
Little finger five, 
And that is all, you see. 

ISTow we have put them all to bed, 

A quiet sleep to take. 
And softly sing a lullaby. 

Lest they too early wake. 

Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 
All hushed and still the birdies sit 

Upon the branches high. 
The flow'rets hang their pretty heads. 

The wind sings lullaby. 

Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 

Emilie Poulssox. 
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THE FINGER PIANO. 

Listen, children dear. 
The lovely music hear ; 
Little fingers downward go — 
Hark ! the answer, sweet and low : 
La! la! la! etc. 

Rippling, sparkling in the sun. 
See the laughing brooklets run. 
Tell us, brooklet, in your play. 
Tell the song you sing to-day. 
Up and down the fingers go. 
Brooklets singing as they flow. 

Now the merry lark on high 
Carols sweetly from the sky ; 
Wide he spreads his fluttering wings. 
Showering gladness as he sings. 

Up and down the fingers go ; 

'Tis the lark's song here below. 

Thus the hand, so small a thing. 
Still may sweetest music bring. 
Fingers, you must move along. 
You may help to make the song. 
Up and down the fingers go. 
Waken, music, sweet and low ! 

Kate L. Brown. 
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HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 

Five brothers and sisters^ 

Busy all the day ; 
Light goes, night comes, 

Sleepy now are they. 

Say the prayer softly. 

Close the tired eyes : 
" May our heavenly Father 

Watch us till we rise ! " 

Happy, happy children. 

Fast asleep are you. 
Drop the head ! go to bed ! 

We are sleepy too ! 

Laura E. Richards. 



CHILD'S PRAYER. 

Heavenly Father, day is done. 
And the quiet night begun ; 
Thou hast kept me through the day. 
Keep me through the night, I pray. 

And, dear Father, while I share 
In thy tender love and care. 
Help me every day to be 
An obedient child to thee. 

Henrietta R. Eliot.* 

* The following lines are snggested by Mrs. Eliot as an alter- 
native to first stanza of this ])i)cm : 

Now I lay me down to sloop: 
Iloarenly Father, wilt thou keep 
Mo and those I love all night, 
For with thee 'tis always light. 
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THE CeiLDREN OX THE TOWER. 

Two hands and eight little fingers, 

And two little Grandmothers Thumb. 
'Tis long since they met, but they never forget. 

So a-visiting now they come. 
" How do you do ? " and " How do you do ? " 

With nods and bows they say. 
" How do you do ? " and " How do you do ? 

And what is the news to-day ?" 
They tell of their making baskets ; 

They tell of eggs in the nest ; 
They tell the loves of the soft white doves 

That fliitter and sink to rest ; 
They tell of the little fishes 

That wriggle their little tails ; 
They tell of the baker, the pat-a-cake maker. 

Whose kindness never fails ; 
They tell of the vane on the steeple. 

How this way and that it goes ; 
Of Peter the mower, who hour by hour. 

The grass and the clover-top mows. 
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" But all the stories are told now. 

And what, oh, what shall we do ? " 
" We'll climb the tower this very hour. 

And there admire the view." 
Thus cry the childi'en gladly. 

But each little Grandmother Thumb, 
She courtesys so, and she says " No ! no ! 

I will not, will not come ! 
We'll go to church together. 

As good little grandmothers do. 
And there we'll wait — but don't be late ! — 

Yes, there we'll wait for you. 
And while in church we're waiting, 

A little prayer we'll say. 
And thanks we'll give for the days we live. 

And thanks for the children gay." 
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The children climb the tower, 

And up and np they go ; 
Like fairies small look one and all. 

Still mounting in a row. 
Now higher still, and higher, 

With never a fear of a fall, 
Till one he stumbles, and one he tumbles. 

And down come toppling all ! 
And down comes the tower itself, too. 

On top of the church — ah me ! 
Oh, what a smashing ! oh, what a crashing ! 

And where can the children be ? 
See ! creeping out from the ruins 

By ones and twos tliey come ; 
And, deary me ! at last we see 

Each good little Grandmother Thumb. 
" Oh, bless us now ! " and, " Oh, kiss us now ! '■ 

And, " Listen, my dears, to me : 
Another day, whatever you say, 

More careful we all must be ! "' 

Laura E. RicnARDs. 
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THE CniLD AND THE MOON. 

See the moon, baby, 

Riding so bigli ! 
Will it come, maybe, 

Down from the sky ? 
" Moon, come and play now. 

Pray you, with me ! " 
" Nay, my dear, nay, now — 

That can not be. 
In my blue home here 

Always I stay ; 
Yet while I roam here, 

Dear, we can play. 
Silver beams gliding 

Down to your feet. 
Seeking and hiding. 

Play with you, sweet ! 
E'en when above you 

Clouds hide my face. 
Still I will love you. 

There in my place. 
When the clouds fleeting 

Leave my sky clear. 
Bright shines my greeting, 

Loving and dear. 
If your part you'll do, 

I will do mine ; 
Yours, to be good and true ; 

Mine, just to shine ! " 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE CHILD AND THE MOON. 

" Bright, round moon in the starry sky. 
Sailing above the steeple high, 
I am so glad your face to see. 
Come from your far-off place to me ! " 

" Dear little child, if I come to thee, 
Who will shine for the ships at sea ? 
And how will the traveller find his way. 
Unless in my far-off place I stay ? " 

" Bright, round moon, you may shine for all. 
Sailing above the steeple tall. 
Thanks I give for your friendly light. 
Beautiful moon ! Good-bye ! good-night ! " 
Emily Huntington Miller. 



THE LITTLE BOY AND THE MOON. 

Pretty moon, your face I see 
Just above the garden tree. 
Are you smiling now for me ? — 
Moon so brightly smiling ! 

Yellow moon, so bright, so near. 
In the sky so soft and clear, 
I can almost reach you here — 
Moon so softly shining ! 

Bring the ladder strong and new. 
Now I know what I will do : 
I will climb and sail with you — 
Moon so slowly sailing ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 

JSTow the stars begin to peep 

111 the sky, so pure and bright ; 
Baby soon must go to sleep — 

She must bid the stars good-night. 

Little feet are tired of play ; 

Come^ my darling, come away ! 

" See the mother-star, so dear ! 

With her little children small! 
And the father watching near — 

Pretty stars, I love you all ! 

When I shut my eyes to sleep 

All the night your watch you keep. 

" Father-star, so big and bright, 
Close beside them do you stay ? 

Are there posies, red and white, 
In the meadows where they play ? 
Do you shake the dreamland tree 
Every night for them and me ? 

" Mother- star, I wish I knew 

How your babies go to bed ; 
Do they run as chickens do, 

Hiding every yellow head ? 

Do you tuck them, soft and deep. 

In a fleecy cloud to sleep ? " 

Come, my darling ! while you sleep 

On your pillow, soft and white. 
Stars will through your window peej^. 

Smiling, "Baby, dear, good-night ! 

Sweetly dream and safely rest 

In your pretty cradle nest I " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE LIGHT-BIRD. 

Child. 

O BiEDiE, gleaming on the wall, 

Gleaming, 

Gleaming, 
Are you coming when I call. 

Or am I dreaming ? 

Mother. 

'Tis the light-bird, 

A very bright bird. 
That is gleaming on the wall. 

'Tis the light-bird, 

A very bright bird. 
But it will not heed your call. 
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Child. 

I've seen the moonbeams in the night 

Streaming, 

Streaming, 
The little stars that twinkle bright 

Like fireflies seeming. 

Mother. 

Like the light-bird. 

Like the bright bird. 
That is gleaming on the wall — 

Like the light-bird. 

Like the bright bird. 
They will not heed your call. 

Mother and Child. 

The sun, the moon, the twinkling stars. 

The rainbow in the skies, 
A mother's smile, a father's love, 

We catch them with our eyes ; 
We can not hold them in our hand. 

Yet from them need not part. 
For when we've caught them with our eyes. 

We hold them in our heart. 

Elizabeth Charless Le Bourgeois. 
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THE SHADOW RABBrT. 

Hey, the rabbit ! ho, the rabbit ! 

See, the rabbit on the wall 
Pricks his ears, for that's his habit — 
Pricks them up and lets them fall. 
Pretty rabbit, stay, now ! 
Come with me and play, now ! 
No, ah, no ! he will not stay ; 
Up he jumps and springs away. 

Now the rabbit sits upright, 
Munching grass with all his might. 
See him wrinkle up his nose ! 
What's that for, do you suppose ? 
Rabbit, shall I feed you ? 
" No, I do not need you ! 
Rabbits made upon the wall 
Feed themselves or not at all." 
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Down our rabbit cowers now ; 
Sure, some danger lowers now! 
See, the hunter with his gun 
Tliinks he's going to have some fun. 

PufE! the bullet's flying ! 

Is our rabbit dying ? 
Not a bit, for see him run ! 
Rabbits, too, can have their fun ! 

Lauea E. Richaeus. 
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THE WOLP. 

From the dark greenwood. 

From the forest fair. 
Up comes a gray wolf. 

Trotting here and there. 
See how lank and thin is he ! 
Hungry must the creature be. 
In the wood are berries sweet. 
But such things he will not eat. 

So he goes a-hunting 
Through the meadows fair, 

Sniffing, snuffing. 

Prowling here and there. 

Wolf, you shall not bear away 

Tender kid or lamb to-day ; 

For I see the hunter stand 

With his trusty gun in hand. 

Lauea E. Richards. 
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THE WILD PIG. 

From the green oak -wood. 

Where the acorns lie. 
Up comes a wild pig. 

Grunting low and high. 
Children do not often see 
Such a piggy- wig as he ! 
With his long and slender snout 
See him rooting all about, 
Poking here, and poking there, 
Grubbing up his simple fare. 
Roots and nuts and acorns ssvcet, 
Such as piggies love to eat. 
Hark ! a rustling in the bush ! 
Off goes piggie with a rush ; 
Grunting, squealing, there he goes. 
Where the forest thickest grows ; 
And the hunter, brave and gay. 
Will not dine on pig to-day ! 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE LITTLE WINDOW. 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light. 
Shining so clear through my window bright, 
Down from the sky swiftly you fly — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light ! 
Making the fields and meadows so bright ; 
Flowers in the grass smile as you pass — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light ! 
Love is the sunshine that makes the heart bright. 
Pure we would be, shining like thee — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



THE LITTLE WINDOW. 

In the water, pure and clear. 

Light loves to play ; 
In the dewdrop's glittering sphere 

Shines the captured ray ; 
But the firm and solid wall 
Gives no gleam of light at all. 
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Througli tlie parting clouds on iiigh. 
Streams the sunlight there ! 

Look ! for in the brightening sky- 
Shines the rainbow fair ! 

Light can turn the storm-cloud gray 

All to gold and crimson gay. 

Light is pure and good and fair, 

And it loves to rest 
Ever on the things that are 

Brightest, ay, and best. 
Then with smiling faces bright 
Let us greet the loving light ! 

Lauea B. Richards. 



THE WINDOW. 

" Come, lovely light, and shine on us. 

And make us warm and bright. 
You shine on us ; we'll gaze on you. 
For day has conquered night. 
In thankful praise of your bright rays. 

We lift our happy voices ; 
For you love us, and we love you. 
And all the world rejoices." 

" Dear child, the sun has sent me down 

To make another day. 
And help you tread the path of right 
By brightening your way. 

In thankful praise of his bright rays. 

Then, lift your happy voices ; 
For you love him, and he loves you. 
And all the world rejoices." 

George Hyde Page. 
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THE CHARCOAL BURNER. 

Why does the charcoal burner stay 
Up in the forest by night and day ? 
He chops the trees, and he piles the wood. 
And burns it slow to the charcoal good. 

The blacksmith's hammer goes "Kling ! Tdarig ! 

Ming ! 
Charcoal! charcoal hurry and bring ! 
For how can I shoe the pony's feet. 
Without good charcoal the iron to heat ? " 

The charcoal burner is black and grim. 

But thanks for his labour we owe to him ; 

He chops the trees with a whack ! whack ! 

whack ! 
And burns the wood to the charcoal black. 

Knives and hatchets, shovels and rakes. 
Shoes for the pony, the blacksmith makes. 
The bellows blow and the hammers beat. 
But he must have charcoal the iron to heat. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE CARPENTER. 

Busy is the carpenter ; 

At liis work lie stands. 
Oh, the wonders he can do 

With his skilful hands ! 
Sawing now, the long, long boards 

Sliorter soon he makes ; 
And the rough is quickly smoothed 

When the plane he takes. 

By his work the crooked soon 

Straight and even grows ; 
Curved he changes into flat ; 

Wondrous skill he shows ! 
Tims he works so busilj^, 

But we hear him say 
" Here a board, and there a board. 

Pray, what use are they ? " 

So the carpenter at last 

All together brings, 
Nails the boards and timbers fast — 

How his hammer rings ! 
Thus a cosy house he builds 

Where the child may live ; 
And for this the grateful child 

Lovo and thanks will give. 

Ejiilie Poulsson. 
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Sffiae trumm l|l. ma4)t er jteid) ; 
©0 m an JJunIi £r rti^. 

Xai einjte itidjt tfim e'tiiijt, 
Sum Oanjen fdincU er'8 fiigt; 
So*, H)a« fommt ba ftetous V — 
SIu8 fflolfen ttirb em ^am ! 
Sin JpauS fiit 'i gute .ftinb, 
2)og c0 brin gltcrr. pnb', 
Ete forjfom ei bmaixm 
SScr Sect', unb Seib'Sgefatren. 

S)en Stametmann bae fiinb b'niiti 
liebt, 

Der tbm ben Sd;«5 bc8 Jpnufcs 
glctt. 
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THE BRIDGE. 

The brook is flowing merrily ; 

Its waters swiftly glide ; 
A little child looks longingly 

Beyond its rippling tide. 

Across the brook are pretty ferns. 

And oh, such lovely moss ! 
And flow'rs that seem to nod at him 

And beckon him across. 

But dark the water flows between; 

The stream is deep and wide ; 
No way the little child can find 

To reach the other side. 

But soon there comes a carpenter. 

Who works with busy hands. 
And builds a bridge that safe and strong 

Above the water stands. 

" Oh, thanks to you, good carpenter ! " 

The child calls out in glee ; 
" Now I can reach the other side 

Where I have longed to be." 

Then on the bridge the happy child 

Runs back and forth at will. 
Although beneath, so deep and wide, 

The brook is flowing still. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE BRIDGE. 

Where tlie stream flows swift and fair, 

How shall I cross over ? 
In the golden meadows there 

Gaily nods the clover. 
" Bring the beam, and bring the plan!: ! 
Baild a bridge from bank to bank ! " 

To my friends and playmates dear 

How shall I be showing 
All the love that daily here 

In my heart is growing ? 
"You must play the joiner's part — 
Build a bridge from heart to heart ! '' 

Every loving word you say 
Makes the bridge the stronger ; 

Helpful deeds from day to day 
Make it last the longer. 

Li>vo and joy will banish strife ! 

So the bridge shall last your life ! 

Laura E. Richakds. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 

Johnny, shut the farmyard gate ! 
Quick, or you will he too late ! 
Don't you hear the pony neigh ? — 
" Let us have some fun to-day ! 
Woods and waters I can see : 
Come and try a race with me ! " 

Pretty cow says : " Moo-oo-oo ! 
Wait for me ; I'm coming too. 
I should like to eat my fill 
In the pasture hright and still 
I should like to stand and drink 
At the little brook's green brink." 

" Baa ! " the sheep say, " let us go 
Where the milk-white daisies grow 
On the hillsides, warm and steep ; 
We can nibble grass, or sleep. 
Come, old Rover, lead the way — 
You will keep us safe to-day." 

Lazy pig, with sleepy eyes. 
On the straw contented lies ; 
Chickens peep and pigeons coo ; 
Loud the cock is crowing too ; 
Ducks in glossy feathers dressed. 
Quack and chatter with the rest. 

Hurry, Johnny — do not wait ! 
Quickly shut the farmyard gate ! 
Cow, and sheep, and pony dear. 
We must keep you safely here ! 
Bird and bee, you need not stay : 
You have wings to fly awaj^ 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 

Oh, what a clatter ! 
Now wliat's the matter ? 
The sheep they hurry. 
The chickens scurry, 
The calf is bawling. 
The farmer calling, 
" Johnny, run, and shut the gate ! " 

The cock is crowing. 
The cows are lowing. 
The ducks are quarking. 
The dogs are barking. 
The ass is braying. 
The horse is neighing : 
Johnny ! run, and shut the gate ! " 

The birds are singing. 
The bell is ringing. 
The pigs are squeaking. 
The barn door creaking. 
The brook is babbling. 
The geese are gabbling : 
" Johnny ! run, and shut the gate ! " 
Mns. Pollen (adapted by Emily Huntington Miller). 



113 




113 



THE GARDEN GATE. 

Pretty garden gate, we pray you 

Open wide, and let us go 
Where the merry fountain dances. 
Where the sweet white lilies grow. 
Open, pretty gate, we pray ! 
Open, flowers, for now 'tis day ! 

In the wind so gently rocking. 

Here the mother rose is seen ; 
And her baby buds are peeping 

Through their blankets soft and green. 
Baby buds, make haste to grow 
While the summer breezes blow ! 

Darling violets, are you hiding 

In the grass your eyes so blue ? 
Never fear that we sliall harm you — 
We will only smile on you. 
Roses red and lilies white, 
Violets sweet, good -by ! good-night ! 
Emily Huntington Milleb. 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER. 

Come, children, with me to the garden away ; 
The plants are all waiting our coming to-day ; 
In heat and in sunshine is drooping each leaf, 
But the children are coming to bring them relief. 

Trinkle trink ! trinkle trink ! 

How the drops shine and wink. 
As the poor thirsty plants hold their heads up to 
drink 1 

" All thanks, little children!" each bud seems to 

say; 
"All thanks for the love that you show us to- 
day ! 
. Now beauty and perfume shall bless you each 

one. 
In loviiig return for the good you have done. 
Twinkle twink ! twinkle twink ! 
Now like stars see us wink ! 
For kindness brings kindness, so flowers all 

think." 

Lauea E. Richards. 



116 




117 



THE WHEELWRIGHT. 

March together and never stop ! 

Here we go to the wheelwright's shop ! 

Wheelwright, show us the way you do. 

Making the wheel so round and true. 
Turning fast and turning sloiu, 
This is the way the tvheel must go ! 

This is the auger, .slim and long. 

Turned by the wheelwright's hands so strong. 

Straight and steady the auger goes, 

And smooth and true the hole it grows. 
Turning steady and turning sloiv, 
This is the way the auger must go ! 

These are the spokes, all shaped aright ; 

This is the hub that holds them tight ; 

This is the rim of iron and wood 

To finish my wheel so useful and good. 
Turning fast and turning sloto, 
This is the way the wheel must go ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE JOINER. 

Plane, plane, plane — 

Joiner, follow the grain ! 
Smooth as silk the table grows ; 
Not a break the fibre shows. 

Plane, plane, plane — 

Joiner, follow the grain! 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along ! 
Make the bench all glossy white ; 
Not a splinter leave in sight. 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along ! 

NoBA Archibald Smith. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 

Galloping fast and galloping free. 

Who comes a-riding so swift to me ? 

" Five brave knights with their plumes so gay. 

What do you seek, good knights, to-day ? "' 

" Over the world ive ride to find 

The child that is loving and good and kind.'' 

" This is the child so dear ! 

Brave knights, you see him here ! " 
" child, he always good and gay. 
Now gallop and gallop and gallop away." 

Emily Huntington JIillee. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

Here come riding the knights so gay. 
" Any good children here," they say, 
" Ready to ride with trumpet in hand, 
To visit the happy children's land ? " 
" Ah, brave knights, you will all be sad 
To know that my child is selfish and bad." 

" It grieves us much to say 

He cannot ride to-day. 
Only good children with us can go." 
Then away and away the knights ride slow. 
Emily Hdntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

Jingle ! jingle ! jingle ! 

Hop ! hop ! hop ! 
See, the knights are passing — 

Stop ! oh, stop ! 
Now my child is happy. 

Gentle, good, and true ; 
He can go a-riding, 
A-riding with you, 
A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 
But bring him back at evening, because we love 
him well. 

Never fear, my darling. 

Look, and see, 
All the knights are smiling. 

Smiling at me. 
You shall stay with mother 

Till you older grow ; 
Then my bonny soldier 

A-riding shall go. 

A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 

But you'll come back at evening, because we love 

you well. 

Emily Huntington Millee. 
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^nbd)en, oreflcctc ®id)! 



giinf SJteltcr tommcn im ootlen Zratm, 
Sie roott'n fo getii mein Smtdjfn Ijobeii. 
.jDu, mein fifnfccfen, Betltccfe Si$, 
Sog btc Sfteitct ntfftt finbcit Did)." 
„Sfleiter, Itebe JReiter, 
iBeitet tamet weitet ; 
SBill '8 Sui^ taj uttliittten, 
Son'nt meii JTuit nidit Snben." 
^o|)l), ^ew ; f)i>l>P, tjofp ; ^l)|>t>, ijoM; 
So reiten (If fort im ®alc)ff. 
„Sintc^en, f$ou nun friJHid) duf, 
®te SBeiter reiten boson im Bouf." 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

I HEAR the bugle sonndiug 

So merry and so clear ; 
The knights come gaily riding — 

They want thee, child, I fear. 
Now hide thee quick, my darling. 

And nestle close to me. 
For not one dimpled iinger 

The gallant knights shall see ! 

You can not have my darling, 

So do not linger here ; 
Safe in my heart I'll keep him. 

He is so good and dear. 
Now do not tarry longer. 

But swiftly ride away ! 
Peep out and smile, my laddie. 

And bid the knights Good-day ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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HIDE AND SEEK. 

Where are you, my baby ? 

You've left me alone. 
Who'll tell me, who'll tell me 

Where baby is gone ? 

I've missed him so long ; 

He's far, far away, 
I'll thank any one 

Who will bring him to stay. 

Why, here in my arms 

My dear baby lies ! 
We often look far 

For what's under our eyes. 

Henrietta R. Eliot. 
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JBcrfiedcn bti SJfnbcS. 

.Rmbd)en, ttcb fiinbdien ®u, 

Sag rait, reo raclltft J)u ?— 

OTer fogt, mo meln jtitibiitii ifl?— 
3tl) I)ob' fo long t8 fiion scrmiijt ; 
3d) pnb' e« titdjt am alien Dtt : 
gcrt ift et, fort ; fort fort, fort fort. 

SEBer mir tann tnciti fiinbdjen jcigen, 

©djonften 2)ani reitl id) ijiti retdien. 
Sa ill '« nun ia, iai Sitit(i)fn ia ; 
9Bar bcm ^erjen ia fo noti I — 
„®o tann'« im Pel'en oft Bfld)ctin, 
2)a6 man tas SJJddjIie nid)t fann |ef)n." 
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THE CUCKOO! 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
The cuckoo calls you, dear. 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
Call back, and he will hear. 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! 
The cuckoo is alone. 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
He wants my little one. 

Henrietta R. Eliot. 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE MAIDEN. 

Listen ! listen, motlier dear. 
How the bells are ringing ! 

" Christmas times will soon be here," 
That is what they're singing. 

All the boys and girls are out 

In the frosty weather ; 
I can hear them laugh and shout. 

As they talk together. 

All the shops with toys are gay. 

Such a pretty showing ; 
Mother, dear, this very day 

Let us too be going. 

Don't you think if Santa Glaus 
Down this way were straying. 

He would stop and smile to hear 
What the folks were saying ? 

I am sure if he should see 

Just what I was choosing. 
Such a wise old dear as he 

Would not 1)6 refusing. 

Mother, dear, your little maid 
Will not fret or tease you ; 

All the year I've surely tried 
To be good and please you. 

But if I should give your hand 

Just a little squeezing 
When the loveliest doll I see. 
Would you call that teasing ? 

Emily Huntington' Mii.lek. 
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!Set ^aufmann unt bee ^nalie. 

SBatcr, Slater ! fet fo jut, 

9limm bod) 2)einen i^torf unb ^ut; 

So§ una fd)nett jum fiaufmann geljn, 

STtt' feiii (Sd)oneS j\u terebn : 

©4afe, Sinter, ^irt unb ^eerte, 

Unb »or allem rafi^c ?)ferbe ; 

Safer, Sater ! bitte, bitV, 

Siinm mid) bod) jum ffaitfmann mlt. 

5t)riftfe|iial)rmartt ift ia teut, 

Der fo iij'me ®od)en 6eut. 

..Snabe, lannft reoM mit mir gcfien, 
Sill' fetn fd)i)nc« p befcten ; 
Sin« bod) mug id) 5)ir uertrauu : 
2)ie ©ai^en ben Sater aar fin(ler anfd)flun, 
SBenn idii ein Heiner Snobe beglcitet, 
!n5eld)er ntd)t folql, baS Sd)kd)te ntd)t meibet ; 
3Beld)er nid)t immer ifl flei§i9 unb jut, 
®cr uiijt bat finnijen, froben OTut'b. 
Unb uenn bem Sater fiir '« Sinb nid)t8 gefattt, 
2)o« ffibri(Hintd)en oud) fiir ben ffnaben nid)f« itiiblt, 

33aier, mein 3Jater! o fomm nur unb fomm ! 
Sfflitt (d)i)n niit taiin^ fein, reader unb fromm. 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE BOY. 

" Hasten, dear father, and come with me 
The toyman's wonderful shop to see ! 
We must tell the toyman what to say. 
If Santa Glaus happens to come his way." 

" But what if Santa Glaus asks me, dear, 
'Has this little child teen good this year ?' 
For books, and puzzles, and games, and toys. 
Are not for idle and selfish boys." 

" Then tell him, father, that every day 
I try to be loving and quick to obey ; 
And every year, as I older grow, 
I shall be wiser and better, I know.'' 

" Now, toyman, what can you show me here 
To please a child that is good and dear ? " 
" Beautiful things I have to sell ; 
I am too busy their names to tell. 
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" Here are trumpets to blow, and drums to beat ; 
Here are knights and soldiers, and horses fleet ; 
Here are bows and arrows, and sleds to use. 
And games and puzzles, and books to choose." 

" Toj-man, listen ! perhaps some day, 
Santa Claus may bo coming this way ; 
Here is a message to slip in his hand ; 
I think good Santa will understand. 

" He may bring a drum, and a fine new sled 
Swift as an arrow, and painted red ; 
A pair of skates, and a loook that tolls 
(_)f knights and fairies and Christmas bells. 

" But tell him, toyman, in yonder street 
Are poor little children with bare cold feet ; 
He must bring them stockings, all warm and 

new, 
And caps and mittens, and playthings too. 

" And, toyman, lest he should happen to lack, 
Hfvv is some money to fill up his pack ; 
We send them our greetings, and wish them 

good cheer 
For a merry Christmas and Happy New Year." 
Emily Huntington Miller. 
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£frd)ent^ur mit ^enftec. 

„3Bo fi$ ©nttaitg 
in bre SMeWeit 
jeiflct, 
aBoettn®E|ldtunb 

Z'incti fpricbt, 
S« (1$ friir) tjc8 
Stinhei Sinn I)iii. 
nttgct, 
Sle6 ju fflcgen, gt- 
ten, fanmctnl^t: 
fiaSt sot StUtm ftiif) iai fiintjcicn n^ncn, 

Sag tin tieiiHei ©treben atte cint. 
^^ocftfttS EEtmSgtucl friife anjuldSncn, 
3!id)t fo fdjiDcr ifl '8, rele S^r mclnt. 
Sod) rang biefct ®iitn fetlJd In ffiud) leben, 

Sede fein, Don StIIcm, nai Sljr tfiitt j 
$54(108 ^adt SI)t fo bent fiinb gcgebcn, 
©d)u6cnb mm ei in ficfc fcKer rutjt.— 
Sliijt* ifl meljt im ©toiib, eS fijm jU rnubm, 

Snnfg einS i(l '« ira ®cmiitl) unb ®ei(l. 
Sett bcm Sinbe, gitctn ! foIJ)cn ©liuibra, 

® ffiuci) butc^ fein ganjcS Sebcn jireill. 
aReinct ni$t, bciju fel '8 noi% }n tlcine, 
Sin aJtamct te flcinHcn JSinbe tics)*, 
Set irjm jcigl, too ScDcnScln'oung tine, 
Unb and) recti^et ©inii bur^ SCrcnnitnj 
ttiigt." 
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THE CHURCH. 

Hark I the cliiircli iDeirs pleasant sound ; 

Let us go, my child. 
There, where every Sunday morn 

Rings the summons mild. 
Through the lofty windows there 
Rainbow light is streaming fair ; 
From the doors, wide open thrown. 
Peals the organ's solemn tone. 
Chorus — '■' Come ! " says the silver bell, 
" Come, where the voices tell 
Of the God, that dwells above. 
Of the God, whose name is love." 

Let your heart be pure and clean 

When to church you go. 
For all sweet and lovely things 

There you'll learn to know. 
Learn of God, who gives us all — 
Birds that sing and streams that fall, 
Sun and moon in glorious might, 
Trees and flowers in beauty bright. 
Chorus — " Come ! '" says the silver bell, etc. 
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. God, who sends the merry breeze 
Blowing here and there, 
Sends the mighty storms that rage 

Through the upper air ; 
Yet so loving kind is he. 
Every smallest leaf you see 
Knows his care and does his will, 
Owns his wisdom, working still. 
Chorus — " Come ! " says the silver hell, etc. 

In the church, so calm, so still. 

When your childish heart 
With a solemn joy doth fill. 

That, too, is his part. 
He, who loving parents gave. 
Sister sweet and brother brave. 
Gives the power to love and bless. 
Bringing joy and happiness. 
Chorus — " Come ! " says the silver bell, etc. 

Once he sent, to dwell on earth , 

Jesus, blessed child. 
From the hour that gave him birth 

Pure and undefiled. 
Try, like him, my little child, 
To be gentle, kind, and mild : 
For 'tis thus your love you'll show 
To the God who loves you so. 
Chorus — " Come I " says the silver bell, etc. 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE LITTLE ARTIST. 




Oh, now we'll draw 

such, pretty things ! 
See! little birds with 

outspread wings, ^.^^ 

The sloping hill o'er which i=Ei&=aJ^^ 

they fly -^^^^^ 

To reach a tree with branches 

high — 
The tree these birdies love the 

best. 
Because it holds their own dear 

nest. 



That was the birdies' home, 

and here 
We'll draw the children's home, 

so dear ; 
And leading to the very door 
Are all these steps — one, two, three, 

four. 
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The window now we'll draw, where we 
Look out so many things to see. 
window clear and bright, 'tis you 
That let the lovely light pass through ! 
When sunbeams on this mirror fall. 
The light-bird dances on the wall. 




Now, if you could but look 

behind 
The house, this rippling brook 

you'd find. 
Where swim so many silvery 

fish: 
And if to cross the brook you 

wish. 
Why, here's the bridge, so ^| || ||\^ 

safe and dry. 
Shall we go over, you and I ? 
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What's this ? A watering can like 
ours. 

To fill with water for the flowers. 
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And now we draw a ladder — see ! 
A long, long ladder it shall be. 
No wonder baby thought he soon 
With this could reach the shining moon. 




Now here's a cosey pigeon house, 
Not hid in any leafy boughs. 
But set upon this pole so tall ; 
Here safely live the pigeons all, 
And coo with voices 

soft and low 
As in and out their 

house they go. 





Down far below them on the 

ground 
The hen and chickens walk 

around. 

CV -^ (T jv 

And see! a rabbit next /w/^ 

appears ; 
bunny, you have such long 

ears! 
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And here's the farmyard gate, 

which we 
Should always close so carefully. 




Now, for the carpenter, we'll draw 

A hammer — see ! and this sharp saw ; 

And always gratefully we'll tell ^^ — -_^__^ 

About the house he built so well. 




More friends like him we 

have, so kind, 
We like to bring them to 

our mind. 
So, baker, since our bread you bake. 
An oven now for you we'll make. 
And, miller, for the wheat you grind. 
This flour barrel you shall find. 
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Good farmer, here's jour harrow ^,^^ 

now ; 

We'll draw, besides, the useful 

plough ; 
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A waggon, too, to load with hay, 
Or grain, or fruit, some 
harvest day. 




And now we draw a wheel alone. 
Where hnb and tire and spokes are 
shown. 

But look ! Far over in the 

sky 
A dazzling wheel shines 

there on high — 
The glorious sun, whose spreading rays 
Bring many golden, happy days. 
And when night darkens all the blue. 
The twinkling stars come peeping 

through. 





Our eyes the wondrous windows ,^^ 

are ^~^ T^^ 

Through which we gaze on sun 

and star; 
And sometimes what we see on ' ^~^>|^ 

high, 
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We find in beauty nearer by; 

For star shapes glitter in the snow, 

And star flowers, too, the meadows show. 

And now we'll draw the moon, whose 

light 
Makes beautiful the silent night: 
Sometimes a crescent, thin and clear. 
Sometimes a big, round, silver sphere ; 
But whether round, or like a bow. 
It is the same dear moon, we know. 

Now we will draw but one thing more. 
And that shall be the big church door. 
But drawing is such happy play. 
We'll surely draw again some day. 
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E.MILIE POULSSOX. 
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SONGS AND GAMES. 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 
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Emily Huntington iliixEU. 
Allegro Moderato. m/ 



Oi.u English (J7(ft Century). 



1. Up and dovrn and in and out. Toss the lit- tie 

2. Bye and liye, in "work and play,.-. They'll be bus -y 
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limbs a - bout ; 
all tlie day ; 



Kick the pret - ty dim- pled feet;. 
Wad - ill*; in tlie wa ter clear. 




P 



-4^-i^ 



Tliat's the "way to ffrow", my svreet ! ( tt «i,i^^.q 
Eun - ning swilt for Sloth -er dear. \ ^P ^"'^ down and 



m m ^- 
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162 PLAY WITH THE LIMBS.— Concluded. 

rail. ^=::^ n^f_ 



TLis way aurt that, With a pat a pat - pat, With 




a tempo, 



^ 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 



M. J. Gaulanu. 
6'on itioto. wf 



Adapted from a Tyrolese Folk Song. 
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1. ^11 a -bout, all a -bout Ba - by's feet are fly ing 
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Preas them here, Ba-by dear, ■U'"hile your strength we're try ing. 
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FALLING. 
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Emilie Poulsson. 
Con moto. 



PuED. Field Bullaed, Opns 30, No. 3. 
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Down goes Ba - by. Mother's pet ; Up comes Ba - by, laughing yet ; 
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Ba - by well may langk at harm, "While be - neath is Mother's arm. 

-N 1 ^ ». P^^-n— I- 
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Allegro. 



P 



rail. 
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Down goes Ba - by with-out fear ; Up comes Ba - by gai - ly here. 




=t«= >• U > . 
All is joy for Ba - by while In the light of Mother's smile. 



a tempo poco piu lento. 



^•j^- ■ , > 
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THE WEATHERVANE. 



Emit.ie Poulsson. 
Moderato. t Well accented.) 



Geokgb L. Osgood. 
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Tliis Wily, tliat way, turns tlie weatli-er - vane ; This way, 
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that way, 
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turns 
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and turns 


a - gain: 


-a^ 1 

L'urn - ing, 
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ev er ebowing, How the mer - ry wind is Ijlow 
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THE WEATHERVANE. 



Emilie Poulsson. 



Arranged from EOBEllT KOTIL, hy E. S. 
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Tho weatli - er - vaue is percb'd on lilgli, It aeenis aa 
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THE WEATHERVANE.— Concluded. 
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it toucli'd the slcy ; 

J H J r[-r^ 


Aud just tbe way 


->— 
tlie 






* r r- r - 

» ai S i»- " — 


:-!• 

— ts ' 

■m- 




^ 1 — r^r 


irF ? r— -! 


— U 






iilZ 



■wiiida do blow, Tlie weath - er Yaiie will quick - ly show. 
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THE TREES. 

From "Music for the Kindergarten," hy Eleanor Heerwaut. 
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See the tn-es iill in a row, Gen.tly swayiug to and fro; 
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Hark, the wiud ia ris - in^j; now, And the trees he - fore it bow; 




How their creaking hraiichea sound, "While tlie leaves are scatter'd round ; 



■c-^- 
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THE TREES.— Concluded. 







Now the pass-ing storm is o'er, 



:m-ei - ly tbey staBd once more. 



=1= 



^S3 



Louis C. Elson. 
Allegretto. 



THE WIND MILL. 

Arranged from Auolph Jbn&en. 
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1, The wind-mill's fans a - romid they go, As fresh'niiig breez-e.s, 

2. Kutwhenthe snni-mer auii-beani9 burn, Tlie la zy fans will 




on thorn blow ; They crush our oats, they grind our corn, And 
scarcely turn ; Tlie pulfs of -wind come faint and slow. And 
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bus T are both night and morn, "Wbeu blow the wild No ■ 
then tlie mill will scarce - ly go. The mil - lor with dis - 




Words from Wide Awake, by permission of D. Lothrop Company. 

From " Songs fur Little rhildren," for the Kinderffarteu ^■[v\ Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
PubU-shers: Milton nr.ullcy Co., Springfield, Muss. ; Thos Ch.irles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers. 



THE WIND MILL.— Concluded. 
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veni - ber {rales, Swift jio the aims and full the sails; With 
pleas -ure seea How liglit and liyht - er, grow8 tlie breeze; And 
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joy the niiller'a heart doth swell. He knows liia mill ia grinding well, 
aoon, a - las ! it whol - ly drops. And tlieu tlie bua - y wiud-mill stopa. 
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WIND SONG. 



KonERT Louis Stevexson'. 
Allegro moderato. 



ani^^^i^^^rg 
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1. I saw you tosa tlio l<it»'S on liiilli, -AiiA blow tlio Ijii-ds a 

2. I saw tho (liff'rciit tilings you diil, But al - ways you your - 

3. O you that are so strong aud oolil, O blow - er, aro you 




heard 
lieard 



you pass, 
you call, 



Like 
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r-5E=SzEE3r- 



~t ^^' 
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la - (lies' skiT'ts a - cross the grnss ; O wiud a - blow-iiig all day long! 
could uot see your -self at all ; O wind jt - blow-iiig all diiy long! 
just a big strong child like ine ? O ^viud a - blow-in g all daylong! 
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Fmni ■' dinners for Little Chiklrpn." for the Kindergarten aud Primary Schools, by Fleannr Smith. 
Publishers : Milton Uradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers. 
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O wind that sings so loud a song ! wind that sings so lond a song ! 
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Emily Huntixgton Miller. 
A ndante con moto. mf 



ALL GONE. 

riiEu. Field Bullaud, Op. 30, No. 8. 
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AU gone ! The sup-per's gone! White bread and milk, so sweet 
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AU 
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gone! The supper's gone ! 
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^Vlieic did Baby's supper go? Tongue, you had u share, I know; 
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ALL GONE.— Concluded. 

cen - - - - . do. 
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Lit- tie mouth with o- pen lips, Thro' your ro - sy gate it slips; 
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Lit - tie thi'oat, you know full well "Where it went, if you "would tell. 
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Lit 


tie hands ! 
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STOW 


strong : 


Lit - tie legs! 
1 1 


grow 


long; 
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Lit - tie cli6ek.s ! grow red ; 



Ton liave all been fed. 



m 



NoEA Archibald Smith. 



TASTE. ^Guessing Game. 171 

ritED. PlELD BL'LLAUD, Op. 30, JTo. 6. 



O - Ter blue eyes, gray or brown, Let tlie fair white curtains down; 
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mp dolce. 
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Tben tbe red lips u - pen wide, Soraething nice I'll put in 


side. 
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Should you tell its prop - er name, Tou'U have won tbe guessing game ; 




iu rrtf ritard. 
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a tempo. 
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But your tasting 
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must "be slow. 
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Tliat the fla-vor 
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you may know 

1 — A 
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a tempo. 
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FLOWER SONG. 



Nora Archibald Smith 
Yalse tempo p dolce. 



Adapted from an old Scotch Melody. 




Cov-er the eyes all close and tiylit, — Sweet, 
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p dolce 
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And gen tly take tliia flow - er bright,— 
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Sweet, 



oh, so sweet !, 



g^ 



Breathe all its dew 

---I 1- 
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fra-ffraiici\ dear,— Sweet, oh. so swuet! And then its 
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FLOWER SONG.— Concluded. 
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^p3E 
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name we'd like to hear,— Sweet, oli, so sweet!. 
K I ^ 
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FLOWER SONG. 



Kate L. Brown. 
u, Andantino. 



Caul Eeinecke. 






(•^»E3i 



1. Smell tlie flow'r, ray cliild.aiid see What its perfume breathes to tliee; 

2. From my ten-der rest-ing place, Lit - tie one with hap-py luce. 




In its Clip so small nnd brijiht, Safe-ly hid den fi-om our sight, 
I am talk-ing to thee, dear, Tho' no voice my child may hear ; 




calando. 



S 



There an an - gel - spirit dwells, 
But my perfume, sweet, will tell, 



And its mes -sage sweetly tells. 
Lit -tie friend, I love thee well. 
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TICK-TACK! 



Emilie Poulsson. 
Moderato. f 



Popular Melody from. 
"Childrcns' Songs" by Caki, Eeinecke. 



1. Tick-taclj! tick-tack! Hoar ttie old clock saying Tick-tack! Now my Ba-by, 

2. Tick-tack! tick-tack! liy your tick-tiick steady, G-oud clock, help me ev - er 

3. Tick-tack! tick-tack! Forward,backward8wiugiug Tick-tack! Telling ever 




i^ff ^ — *~~? — ^ ' r — s — s — fT 




ft s \ [/- L r — • — -J^m — J- 


-zr' S S S J — J— s — 






That he is a clocTi is play-inff,"Whil6 his lit - tie arm lie swings 
Th:it ill time I may be read - y For wliat-ev - er I must do, 
That the moments swifl are winging Would ourheartabe free and gay, 


ii_.. -s — s— 1~- -J- -^- — ^— d^ 


— ^ 1- ^ -| — 










J 1 — ^ 1 -J- -J- -J- ^S- -mh 














1 J ' 
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Back and forth, and gai-ly sings... 

Eat - iug. sleepinji, working, too 

Clock, we must your voice o -bey... . 



Hark now, — ■ 



Tick-tack! tick-tack! 




dirfi. 



TICK-TAtK !— Concluded. 

PP 
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Hear the old clock say - ing,— Tick-tack ! tick-tack ! tick-tack ! tick ! 




TICK! TOCK! 

EMTLT HUNTIKGTOS MiLLEU. 

Allegretto. 



Eleakou Smith. 



1. Swing ! swong ! tliis is the -way Goes tlie peu-du-lum night and day. 

2. Swing! swong! sure and slow Goes the pen du-lum to., and fro. 
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-ir-^' 
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-I- 

Tick ! took ! tick ! took ! Nev - fir rest ing says the clock : 
Tick I took ! tick ! took ! In the morn - ing says the clock, 
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cresc . 
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Time for work and time for fun. Time to sleep when day is done. 
Time to wake from slumber sweet. Time to wash and time to eat. 
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TICK! TOCK!-Concluded. 
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^^^^^^^^^ 



Tick! tock ! Hear tlio clock! Time 
Tick! tock! Hear the clock I Time 



to rest each lit - tie 
to o peu sleep - y 
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EtE 



It 
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-t- 



-r 



head. Time the chil - drnn were in 
eves, Chii-dren, it is time to 

-I- 



lied.. 
rise. 
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^^-^- 1: 



Emilte Poulsson. 
_ Moderato. mf 



GRASS MOWING. 



German Folk Song. 



is 






EE 



1. Pe - ter, Pe - ter, qnick-ly go To the fiehls the grass to mow; 

2. Now we thank our friends, each one, — Pe - ter for the mow-ing done, 
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1^^^^^^^ 



^g^^Eg ^^E^dEg; 



Jui - cy grass and hay so sweet, Biing tliem for tlie cow to eat. 
Li na for tliu railk-ing, too, Aud for milk, good cow.thank you. 



^^^ 



I ^^ -1 — I 
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GRASS MOW^INQ.— Concluded. 
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Li - na, Li na, milk the cow: Good sweet milk she fjives ue now, 
Tlianksto all are glad - ly said; Bak - er, thank you for the bread. 




Milk to driuk with rolls or bread, — Thus the lit - tie ones are fed. 
Thauks dear Mother shall not miss,— Giv - en. with a lov ~ ing kiss. 



;^=:=is 



i 



a tempo. 1 U 
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* Pronouuced I-ee-na, 



BECKONING THE CHICKENS. 

Emily Huktington Miller. "W. "W. Gilchribt. 

Moderately quick. 



Ti-ny fin-gers in. a row, Beckon to the chickens so ;— 




Down- y lit -tie chickens dear,— Fingers say, "Come here.coraehere. 
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BECKONING THE CHICKENS.— Concluded. 
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Chick! chick! cliick! chick! cliick! "Fingers say, ' Come here, come here,— 
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Pretty chickenSj soft and small. Do not fear, we love you all.". 

1--^ — r=n:^ 
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BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

Emilie POUL880N. ^ rrajjpred /rom Ka UL Eeinecke, hy Eleakor Smith, 

Andaniino. 



te^JgH^^^^ ^ P^JEgEgE 



1 Oh, call the pig - eons, ba-by dear. And beckon them to you. 



^^J^d^TTJ^^J^^ 
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You'll hear them an swer Jov-ing-Iy, Coo-coo, coo-coo, coo - coo. 
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THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 
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TVords adapted from ''Music for the 
Kindergarten," by Eleasok Heeuwaut. 

Allegretto. 



Arranged from 
EoBEUT Kohl, ^ E. S. 
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Sil - ver y lit - - tie fish 63 gleam. 
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Dart- ing here, elcimmiug there; grace -ful and free 
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hap - py they mast 
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THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 



Emily Huntington Miller. 
Con moto. p 



Music adapted from' 
Johannes Biiahms, by E. S. 



f^E^^^^^^E^ 



1. Mer - ry lit - tie fiah 

2. Pret - ty bud - iea curv 



In tlie brook at play, 
Bund-iiif; like a bow. 






m. 



11=^ 



Sfcj:: 



5=T3rF 



^=3E 



i^ 



.^'=3^ 



Float - ing in 
Thro' tbo clear 



tlie Rhal lows, Dart-inji swift a - way. 
brij^bt wa tt;r See tbem switt-ly go. 
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Come and play with me. 
May we play with you? 
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No, oh 110 ! 
Nil, oh ]io ! 



tlic 
the 



fish - 
tl.sh ■ 



inf 



say, 

say. 



That can nev - er be. 
That would iicv - er do. 
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THE CATERPILLAR. 
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P 



EmILIE POULS6OS. 

Heavily. 



Elkaxor Smith. 



^. 



1. Creep - injz;, slow - ly, creep 

2. Hid - iDg now aiid sleep 



Cat er pil - lars 
III this sleep m 
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now are seen Feast - inji; on the leaves so green ; 

long and strange Comes to them a won - drous change ; 
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3 Fly - ing, light-ly fly - ing, Now the crawling time 
4. liov-iug, rest-iiig, rov ing, Hon - ey is their dain- 



ty 



past, 
fare, 
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THE CATERPILLAR.— Concluded. 



But ter- flies are liero at la.st, Fly - ing, light - ly 

rlow era sweet the feast pre - paie, Kuv - ing, rest - iug. 
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My - iug, light 
Kov - iug, rest - 
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BUTTERFLIES. 



Kate L, Urowx. 
2loderato. 



Elizabeth TJ. Emeuson. 
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beU, 



Kest in the warm, deep heart of the 
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Frnni " Stories in Song," told by Elizabeth U. Emerson, aud Katt; S. Brown, By arrangement 
with Oliver Dltsoii Co. 



BUTTERFLIES.— Concluded. 
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But t«r flies, but ter - flies Seek tbe lil y 
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bell, 



Rest and work till jay light's close. 
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THE FLYING BIRD. 

Kate L. Brown. "W". "W. Gilchrist. 

Rather /atit, hut with smooth, undulating motion. 



:^5=s; 



1. Fly, little bird, in the gold 

2. Fly, lit-tle bird thro' the sum 



en sun ; 
nier hours. 




-f^. — ^ — 
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Flv,.. 
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.... lit-tle 
.... till tbe 


bird, 
night 


'till 
wind 


dav 

rocks 

1 1 


is 
the 


done; 
flow'rs ; 

1 f-r^ 1 


i# \l ^--^^T^d 
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^g--^- 


sg-^-l- 


=1- 


=il=zj 1 z^: 
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=S— 


F^£=as= 
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t^.^^ 
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THE FLYING BIRD.— Concluded. 



7fi^rT= 


— ^-^-M 


-^ ^— ^ 1 1 r-l-^-l-H-- ._—- ^— 


riy.. 

h 


lit-tle l)iid, where grass - es piny ; 

thro' tbetwi - light and sil ver dew, 


gfe^ 


-.r-r-f«s |h^T":J— Ml rr^^-n^^ 1 HTl ii~-r-\-] 


^t^^ 


'9- ^-^Z^ ^^^Z^ ^^Lj^ \^*^ '^^■^ \I_> ^>Z^jr 


fC\'.-L 1^~ n 


1 w~- r^~~- 1 r ?r^' 1 


©>J?— F — 




-«-= — r — 1- '—■ — i''^ — P 




.1 ' ? Ll ' 



^ 



^ ^J= =:^ 



33=^i 



3^ 



Fly to the blue lieav'n far a - way : 

Home... to the nest that waita for yoii. 



^pip^^^^^^ 



^5=^ 



^^fe 



Fly ! fly ! fly ! 
ri.V ! fly ! fl'y ! 



Fly! fly! fly! 

Fly! fl>! fly! 



^^^^^P| 



---»i— =1- -^ 



^i^^^? 



1 r 



A — t 



^^^^^ 



zrz^i= 



=Sit 



!Fly to the bine heav'n fur a- Avay. 

Home. - . to the neat that "waits. , . for you. 



THE TARGET. 
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Emily Huntixgton Miller. Fued. Field Bullaud, Op. 30, JTo. 5. 

Andante con tnoto. mf 



One piece this way and one piece that. And a smootli little board that is 



^ ■mf 



-^=r- 



:^ 






-k I*- 



-I I 



^E 



I 



u 



^ 



=?^^^=3^=^ 



-»^ a^- 



-«l- .«l- 



ronnd and flat: Drive in a peg that -will hold tliein well, And 

q=F=p-ii^ I u 




ha'-peunies! " "Oh, that is much too dear, For on ly two 
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P 



THE TARGET Concluded. 



^ 



^ 



1»c=s=5s=C: 



mzzt^. 



ha' - pen-nies hare I here." 



'Three ha' -pennies is just enough,- 



l^^^ipiS^^^Ei 



^^. 



5t3l= 



m^^^s^E^: 



S.^^ 



tis^-C— ^ t^""C 



m/ deeiso. 



=535= 



One for the work and two for the stuff. Three ha' - pen - nies the 

"- 




^.L^j^=^ i ^?7 -^ -P^ Xs ^ f 



I 



buy - er must pav. AVIio can -not pay that must run a - way!" 



^i^^r 



=P=P= 






t-^^ 



PAT-A-CAKE. 



Emily Huxtikgtos Mili-eu. 



AZ«attan J'oifc ^Sonj/. 



^Ff'f=^=^ 


-TJ J 1 


— t s 1 ^- 


1 f*~ 


^^S^: 
















J 

1. Come, my 

2. Bak - er. 


Jia - by, 
is youv 


you shall make., 
ov en hot? .. 


Moth ■ er 
Bake my 


dear a 
cake but 




"*^Gf^ 


-f T n— 




1 m 


^V4rS ^ ^ 




"^ ' 1 ^- 




-J ^ 



PAT-A-CAKE.— Concluded. 
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-m «— ^__j — 



$ 



lit - tie cake... 
burn it uot. .. . 



KoU it tliia way, roll it that; 
Here's tlie ov - en Lot aud read - y; 



^^ 






^^= 



*— ]-- 






-^ — *- 



S4F=F 



^ 



Pat the cake all smooth and flat; Mark it there and 

Toss the cake in straight aud stead - y; Bake it brown and 



f 



' T i ^ S »- 



T=i: 



^^ 






ea. -F g f^ EBEg^Eg; 



S 



mark it here, And there's a cake for Moth - er dear, 
bring it bei-e: See Ba - by's cake for Moth - er dear. 




THE MILL-WHEEL. 
Kate L. Brown. Cakl Eeisecke. 

Allegretto, mf 




1. The bus - y mill, the bus - y.. mill, It work-etb day by. 

2. "No, no!" the bus - y mill-wheel cries," The ris - iug sun I . . 

4 
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THE MILL-WHEEL.— Concluded. 



(lay. Up - on its swift-ly turning wheel The sbin-ing wa-ters 
greet. All day I turn the hcav-y stones That giind the golden 



^^^^ 



'^^^^^^m^ 



=fczs= 



i_ *__=,- 



play. O mill-wheel, you will weary grow : Now stop and jest, I pray, 
wheat; And hungry children shall be glad I'ur dai -ly bread to eat." 



m 



m 



Si 




THE FARMER. 



MocJerato. mf 



Melody adapted from Swiss Folk Song. 



=1= 



=C 



1. Sliall we show you how tlie Farmer, Shall we show yon how the Farmer, 

2. Sliall we siiow you how the Farmer, Sliall wo show you how the Farmer, 

3. SIiiill we show you how the Farmer Sliall we show you how the Farmer, 

4. Sball we show yuu how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 



^ 



^^1 



tE^ 



I 

m/ Con 



=q=t:: 



P^^ l 



THE FARMER.— Concluded. 



189 



Shall we show you how the Farra-er sows hia har - ley and wheat ? 

Shall we show yon how tlie Farm-er mows his bar - ley and wheat? 

Shall we show you how the Fanu-er threshes bar - ley and wheat? 

Shall we show you bow the Farm-er sifts hia bar - ley and wheat? 





=]= 



=^: 



^3^ 



Look, 'tis thus the hua-y Farra-er, Look, 'tis thus the bua-y Farm-er, 

Look, 'tia thus the bus-y Fann-er, Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 

Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 

Look, tis thus the bua-y Farm-er, Look, 'tia thus the bus-y Farm-er, 



fe£is-* 



EESEEgE 



=1= 



Look, "tis tlius the busy 
Look, 'tis tlius tlie bus-y 
Look, 'tis tbus the bus-y 
Look, 'tis tbus the busy 



Farm-er sows bis bar - ley and wheat. 

Farm er mows bis bar • ley and wheat. 

Farm-er thresh-es bar - ley and wheat. 

Farmer sifts his bar - ley and wheat. 



190 THE BIRD'S NEST. 

Kate L. Buowx. 



m 



Arranged from E-OBEUT Kohl, by E. S. 



"Wbere tbe wild lose spreads its l)ow - era, Hides a nest a ■ 



^^- 



-_H__^ 



^S^ 



=i^: 



=■&: 



^^^i 



mong tb 



§1^1 



— ■• * — 1 J — m>—^m ■'- —1 — » — 

le flow - ers ; Dear lit - tie nest, what hold you there 1 



=s=s=s= 



S=t«r 



3E^ 



g=^2^ 



i=^^=t. 



^=^- 



-> — ^ 



Two pretty eggs I bold with care. Soon lit-tle birdies out "will creep, 

1 u 




^ 



-^^ ^f h-- 



:S=^z 



-P- 



Cryjng, peep, peep, Mother dear, peep,- 



We love you, peep! 



?^ 



=i= 



IN A HEDGE. 
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rROEBEL. 

Andantino. p 



E. S. 



^P^^^^^ 



3^3^^^ 



1. In a hedge just where 'tis beat. Moth - er.. bird has 

2. The eggs are hatch'd, aud we can hear Two ti»ny birds cry, 



i Ea:^:TZj3i ^^^ i^f^ g^^^ 



mf -= 



mES: 



^ 



m^ 






bnilt her nest. TVo small eggs she lays, speckled aud blue, 
"Moth- er dear." Near them let us soft ly creep, 



f 



^ 



T --- ^" 



m/ 



r 






^ 



P 



=^=?s= 



=s=h= 



_^__j_ 



Sits there many days, warm and true; Sits there many days, warm and true. 
"While the birdlingscry "Peep,peep ! " While tliebirdlingsory "Peep, peep !' 




From " Songs for Little Children," for the Kindei^arten and Prinriary Scho'ils, bv Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers: Milton Uradlev Cn., Sprintjfield, M;iss. ; Thomas Charles Co., zii-213, Wabash Avenue, 
Chicago. With permission of author and publishers. 
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THE BIRD'S NEST. 



Emily Huntixgton Millkk. 
In ■moderate time, and with an easy swing. 



AV. W. GiLCHKIST. 



MH-'r^ 



iE^^P* 



=t 



^^3_= 



=it:^= 



-• — 1^ 
Here's a pret-ty era- die nest. Snug and warm and round; 




Cuddled in its down-y... bed, Lit - tie nestling birds we found. 



iiA 



SE3EE3E 



-4- 



j — ^ 



B^E^ 



f 



f=^r=^- 



'm 



sa 



^^^^^^- 



I I j = 



-J-f 



1 — «— ^- 



^5?'^ 



=&=* 



*=P^^— »- 



«:z 5_t J»_-e^=l== 3ti. 



zx*= 



stay ! stay ! the birdies say, Moth - er, fly not a - way. 




2i& 



t9 r— -J^-: 



E^^^ 



:^z==M=t= 



Dear ! dear ! 



iiev-er fear, Mott-er waits and watcbca near. 



i 



sA=i 






^Er 



i^ 



:«*= 



=r=i 



^13: 



pt X 



53=t=J: 






^ia 



THE BIRD'S NEST Concluded. 
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-1 ^1 ip"-! ^1 1 M b»- 

Peep ! peep, dear, ao dear j Hush ! hush ! do not fear, 

Jir— U 




WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY? 

Ten'ntsox. E. S. 

A ndante. 






q= 



- gJ- 



1. What does lit- tie bir - die say, In her nest at peep of day? 

2. "What does lit - tie ba - by say. In her bed at peep of day ? 



I 



^ 



U=J =i ^ 



:S=S= 



^= 



-S:-^5- 



^ 



-I u 



^^ 



rzj- — r 



r- 
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Ir^r'' 1 — n 




1 1 * m 


I 1 


^fh — ^^ — i J J- 


J J r— r- 


-^-^ — r^r- 


-i* r J — 










*^ "Letraefly," aays lit- tie bir-die, ' 
Ba - by aays, like lit - tie bir-die, 


'Mother, let me fJy a - way." 
'Let me rise and fly a --way." 

1 J 1 1 ' ' 


^^, — ^-^-^-: 


- 1 \ t\ -Hpi 


^d-^^^-^ 


->t=ii=>—. 




cresc. 


—o 1 


dim 


fj^v-t, — :_ — ^3 ■ — p= r P — 


-^^ . ^^ 




U^^p— « :: 1 1— ■&= 












H= 1 ' 
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WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY ?— Concluded. 



' Rir ■ (lie, rest a lit - tie lon-ger, 'Till the lit - tie -wings are stronger." 
'Ba - bj , sleep a lit - tie lou-ger, 'Till tlie lit - tie limbs are stronger." 




So she rests a lit - tie lon-ger, Then she flies, she flies a - way. 
If she sleeps a lit - tie lou-ger, lia - by, too, shall fly a - lYay. 




LULLABY. 



Andante con moto. 







^^ 



=Sk 



1/ 
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^ 



3^^ 



;i?^EE 



^3=^ 
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"When little Eirdie bye-bye goes, 



^ P^=g i^ 



-sp- 



=«*: 



dim. e ritard. p 
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LULLABY.— Continued. 
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jui - et as mice in churcli-es, He puts liLsliead where no one knows, 

I 




^r~r ^ s^. , .^. , rr^- -^^ 



w 



fe ^J^^ ^^E^gJE 



- ^ — r 



On one leg he percli - es. "When lit-tle Ba - by bye-bye goes, 

a—>r—^—^—m—^ 1—1 



^*g^ ^^S 




On Mama's arm re ■ poa - ing; Soon be lies be • neatb the clothes, Safe 
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LULLABY.— Continued. 







*=S 



Lit 



=1* 



=s=^^ 



goes to sleep. Tail and nose to - geth. - er, Then lit- tie mice a - 




-tt* 



•J^^T^j ^. VT^r-^- 




round her creep, Liglit-ly as a feath - er. "When lit-tle Ba - by 




Se^s; 



, — ^ 'P'p legato e ben sostenuto. 



F = F- " 1 B* (- 



v« --0-Z 



=1= 



-ft— t ~fe" ^ 






gocB to sleep, .And he is vcr - y near us, Then on tip- toe 




LULLABY.— Concluded. 

pnco cres. rail. ::=— 
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dt??i. ^ 






THE BIRD'S NEST. 

Author Unknown "W". "W. Gilchrist. 

Brinkly. 



1. I lived firat in a lit - tie house, 

2. Oue day I fluttered from the uest, 

-I- 



And lived there ver - y 
To see what I could 
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Tlionght the world was ver 
Said the ■world is sure 
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THE BIRD'S NEST.— Concluded. 
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And 
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have been 
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1 1 
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lived next 
at length. • 
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*^ in 
flew 


a lit - tie 
be - yond tlie 


nest, 

tree, 


Nor need - ed an - y 
Quite fit for grown up 


otli fr; 
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5^^fi^ 



Tho'ttbr world wlioldyniadc of straw, And brooded by my moth - er. 
I don't know bow tlie world is made. And neither do my neigli-bor 

-J — I — I— 
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THE FLOWER BASKET. 



Kate L. Brown. 
Con moto. 



E. KonL. 



PgJ^.t^ 



=3^e: 



i^3^i=3*- 



=s-|i=r«= 



Erom tlio willow' braiiclit-s slender, AVithtlieir leaves so ;irecii andten-der. 



THE FLOWER BASKET Concluded. 
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-I '-^— ' K-t- 

Lit - tie baskets we are "weaving. All our sweetest flowers receiv-ing ; 




To. . our parents we ai'e bringing Pret-ty gifts with joy and singing: 



^ 



S=^ 



^ 






='3=»=5=^^ 



SSE^E^EE^E 




^fe3 



Ss^E^^fE^EE^ 3^^ 



- r — g: 



La, la, la, la, Dearest Pa-pa, Flow'rs we bring to you,. 

fa^ ^ ^ ^^ 1 r-^--e^ 1 rJ N- 



E^-^E^EEiEEE^^ 



=1t«= 
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P=t»=n: :*-- =1 — k^t:^: 
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^ * ^ 1 1 *- ^ - 



1»rt 



Hit 



^> '— I*- 



Slfc^ 



i^E 



La, la, la, la, Dearest Mama, Plow'rs we briug to you.. 



^^e=S^^^agE^^ 



ESEsigHti 
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THE FLOWER BASKET. 



Emily Huktington Mti.leu. 
Allegretto, p ^ 



Eleanor Smrn. 



?M 



EgEEE|^: S^'^=^=^=g=g ^^EE£g 



AYeave the lit - tie bask - et, fill it np -with jro - siea, 
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blo3-som8 from the wood. 
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With onr 


birth-day -wish es, 


"with 


our songs and kiss - es. 
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Give it to tlio fa ther, flear and kind and good ; 



THE FLOWER BASKET.— Concluded. 
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dear and kind and good. 
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Emily Huxtingtox Miller. 
Moderato. 



THE PIGEON -HOUSE. 

EOBEUT JKOHL, arr. by E. Smith. 



a 



-1 !- * bi- ->.«J ti — ! 1 *-FS-^ 



s 



m^ 



ti=b!»t:i-=USFr" 



O see mypigeon-house.solligli! My pret-ty pig - eons liaste to fly; 

ti^ r-1 1 ^T-l — ^- 



^E*ESEt^^=iE^ 




'i'o pleasantfields they quickly go, So bus - y gleaning to andfro; 
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THE PIGEON -HOUSE.— Concluded. 
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^3^ 
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And when they come back to rest at night, a gain I close my 




t^^^t^^^- 



J=t: 
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I — I — K- 






pigeou-bouse tight, Coo. coo,., coo, coo,... Coo, coo, coo, coo, coo, coo.. 
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NAMING THE FINGERS. 



Laura E. Richarhs. 
Andmite non troppo. mf dolce. 



French Folk Song. 



^^ 



-s^ 
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;iti«t: 



1. This is lit - tie Tommy Tlininb, Itoniid andsmootli as a - ny phira. 

2. Tliia is migbt-y To- ijy Tali; He's the big-gest one of all. 






EI^E 



wf dolce. 
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Tlii.s js bus -y Pe - ter Pointier; 
This in dain-ty Keu-beii liiug j 

-H-h 


Snre-lv hn's a dou - ble - joiiit-er. 
He's too fine for a - ny ■ thing. 
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NAMING THE FINGERS.— Concluded. 
rail. 
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:=|s=rt5: 



=t= 



5=S5^E^^ 



3. And this lit - tie wee one, may be, Is the pret-ty Fin-ger Ea-by. 




a tempo. 



S f^ 



^S=t 



=*=-i= 



All the five we've counted now, Bus - y Fin-gers in a row. 
a tempo. , ^ 




^s^^ 



^ 



:^5=^^=:N 



Ev - 'ry Fin - ger knows the way. How to work and bow to play; 



^l 
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^^^^- 
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f==^ 



ZpKfo e marcafo. 



* — h — ^>- 



-l»=r=»E: 



-T s R 



-i^ — ^ 



But to-getli-er they work best, Eacli one lielp-lng all the rest. 

letiU) e marcato. 
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Emilte Poulsson. 
Allegretto, wf 



THE GREETING. 

Adapted from a Scotch Folk Song. 



d= 






W=]^=t 



Now see them here, these friends so dear, Aa tliey to-geth - er meet,.- 



m^ 



=h- 



iM=|z 



M-l 1 = 



m 



AVitli bows po - lite aud fac - es bri^^lit, Each oth - er tliey will greet. 



.^=^= 



*==i=d5=^^ 



S=p-^= 



=!*l=l= 



w 



W- 



T-^ W S- 



'l-.^:i~Es ^ 



-"— r- 



/ (ot. 



=r|5r= 






,ti=^=*= 



Mtdt 



' Oh, how do you do ? Aud how do you do 1 And how do you do a - gaiu ? 




=t?^ 



1 



rT=r^=^=f 



3=^ 



'z:»— -«TZ=|==i^:zt 



■| m—mi- 



And how do you do ? Andhow doyovido?" Say all these lit- tie meu.. 



s-^-^^ 



r- 



^^ 



333? 



P^:^3 






a 



THUMBS AND FINGERS SAY, "GOOD MORNING." 205 

Words adapted from rROEBEL. E. S. 

Allegro vivace, m/ 



Thumbs and fin - gera say, " Good - morn-ing, 'Tis a rev y 




^^ 



pleas- aut day;" Lit tie point- ers l)ow po lite - ly, 



I 



i^ 



=1= 



a= 



i 



^^ 




Tall men nod and smile so brigbt-ly; While the rest "with 




joy - ful greet -iug, All their lit tie friends are meet - ing. 




From " Son^s for Little Children." for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With pennission 
of author and publishers. 
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THE FAMILY. 



ElIILIE POULBSON. 



W. W. GiLCHRIBT. 




P 



-4^" (^ 



1 * \=- -' ^ 



al - ways dear ; This is th.e bus - y Fa ther, Al - v^aya brave, 




l7P^^=3" 




:^ ^=^- 


— ^-n 


— i j- 




fuU of 


— ^ 

clieer ; 


Tijis 13 the nier 

1 — 1 n~i — 1 — 


— 1—- 


broth 


— sd ' 

er. 


g) ], 1- 


1 


-_^__gH__^__, — ^— 


^J ^— 


t) ^ i^ 


.0 




' -<=>- 




-J- J-3- -J. 


' 1 ', 


— ^j 


mm ' d 


. — 5 


— p 




— 


-,-S — : 










1 










'^^H 




THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 
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i 



-t^jL^—^- 



=itgt:grr|=|z: 



=«^S== 



Here is the hap - py fam - i ly, AH com-plete, all com-plete. 




THE FAMILY. 

Emilie Poulssox. Euphemia M. Pakker. 

Lento ma non troppo. mp dolce. {The Refrain after a French Folk Song.) 



Tills is the lov - log Moth - er, Al - ways good aud dear;.. 
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THE FAMILY.— Continued. 



M^ 



*q:=P 



«tr=^==it 



Tliia is the bus - y Fa ther, Brave and full of clieer ; 




^^m 



^ 



=1= 



Tliis is the mer - ry Brotli - er, Grown so strODgaiid tall;.... 

-I- 




-}% ST- ^- 


1 — W~' 1^ 


1 1 


I 1 1— Jl 






































Tbia is tho ge 


n - tie 


Si3 tcr, 


Thia 

1 


tlie Ba 

K 1 


by 


small. . . 












































\J 


- -s- 


"f^-F 








""" ^ 


^^_--*— ^— 1= -^ 


t*d 












-L:^^^=^ — ^ 


-r — t^-^ ^ 


—m-^ U 














L] -A u 



^i 



^ 



^?^3E 



Aud here tbcy all to - getli - er meet, This whole glad fam-i - \j complete. 



THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 
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/" Uefuaix, animato. 



This bap - py, bap - py fam - i ■ ly. Tboy love each oth - er well ; . 

9 9 |»-r - S-^ N-, 




This hap ■ py, bap - py film - i - ly, In joy and peace they dwell 



,J^F^ 




Emii.ie Poulsson. 
Allegretto. 



THE FAMILY. 



Austrian Folk Song. 



■ 1. Here's Grand-pa - pa and Grand-nia - ma. And Fa ■ ther, too, and 

III, F 



3=:=a:=Sz 






m — f^ — ^ 




N 


- -> 


-— K^ 


N 


K 




— ^ — 






h — iF— J 


— ; gi-- 




— » — 








— .^ — 




— P J 


Mo til - er, 

-^5 


With 


Ba 


by 


■wee. 


one 


fam 


i 


i.yi 


— 1, — 1 

Oh, 








i^ \ ^ ^^ 


Fj " '-=1 -^j — j^ 


— \ — 




— ^ 


i-^ 


^i m P- 


-" — » — • — •— 


_»____ 1-^ ,-___ 






S M— , 


1 


















-= — ^ — -— 


^ 


— S 1 


ijji^— ^— F— 


^l" ai — 




— tm — 


— m— 


^_*_ 








--5=1 












^^^^J 


r 


\ 


1 


; 


r 


1 


r 


_i 



' I, for right hand. 

15 
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THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 



how they loTe each otU er. 1 2. The Aunt and Un - cle 




f 



■s — h- 



3gEs^5^^^ 



^g^E^ElE^El^ 



HOW we see, And lit - tie Cous - ins, one — two — three: And 




?=^^- 



=3^ 



ir i^^-^^r E^ 



geth er bound, Ju love to geth er bound. 




t 2, for left hand. 



NUMBERING THE FINGERS. 
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Emjlie Poulsbos. 
Moderato. m-f A 



Adapted from a French Folk Song. 

A 



Tbo Thumb is one, The Point er two, TheMid-dle Fin-ger 




1^ 



S=^ 



Til a' •!- 



A ' 


. V 


■^ ^ 




E^-d — =^— h- 


-l^-J »^— ;-g- 


f ~«=5'c=^^ :i=ii=^c=p=: 


7 * ^" 

tAree ; Ring 


Mn-ger /o«r, Lit- tie 


LUi — ^_-,« — ^! L U — b«-J 

Fin-ger _^i'e, Aud that is all you 








1 ' 


m 




*?Up— ^ ^— — fc— 




-J«-S ••-^ 




w5 «| =>- 


-J — * — s 


^J — 3 — li 


-S " 


J .-3: * --it * * 












J J J '^ 


U J — J — =1 


\-\ — J 1 — J — 


i^ ^ ^ ' 


1 j i j— — 1 


'^■i — 1^ — m 


E^^T^E^ 



^^ 




-= — J*^ -- ^ — h — s — h — i*-^ 


n" "^ — 


— =i h — 


^ 866. 




iNow wft Lave put them all 


to bed. 


^ — 

A 


--— -p- — 1 — -^ — 1 — 1 — J--- 


"^T^ 




^: — r 




— * — -' — J — s — - — p— 


-':r— 


-»l 


i — p la L ^ la !© 


# 




^f^^:^ 


~ai- 


-5 — = T"^^ — ^ — ^ — ^ — 


:^d?- 






212 NUMBERING THE FINGERS.— Concluded. 

cresc. Tnp , diTn. 



S — -^- 



^^EE=iE^E§: 



3= 



^^^^ 



Lest tliey too ear - ]y "wako: Lul-la - by, lul-la - by, lul-la - 




i 



3?: 



=t-: 



^■&=fc:p= 



(LULLABY. Peruvian Sbimber Song.) 
mf ma dolce. 



by. All hush'd and still the bird-ies sit up- on thebranch-es 



■^- 



mf ma dolee. 



-^^S^ 



=1- 



-m^-gr 



P. 



-ai — mi — J^:=S ^■ 



liigli ; The flow'rets liaug their pret-ty lieaiLs, The wind sings lul - la - 





GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN. 
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Adapted from Froebel. 
. Andante sostenuto. p 



E. S. 



!Now go to sleep, my Tliurabkju, so clum - sy and strong; And 



m^ 



=3«=g=|=sfc^=tjiz:^z=^^^ 






^^ 




-^ N 




— 1<- 






1 N~ 


— ^- 


%. 


— ^ 


m 1 






















«) •' 1 


fi— 






— p — 1 






J 






rr — 

Tall Child 


-U— 
I 


see 


you 


— U — ' 

are 


DOd - 


ding 


your 


head ; 

1 


And 


-fS 1 J -1 \ ' 1 — 1 






1 — 


— M 


s{ — 


W — SF=wi= 


=3= 


=s= 


— m — 


— 3 — 


^^m~ 






\ 


1 




-^ 


i- 






'^' 


— tf— 


* 
















<^?—^- 




— •—- ^ 






^^— 




— * — 


— m 


—J^—- 


' i 




— 1 — 






L-"^ 








^ 



















p 




































































^ King 


Fiu 


ger. 


too, 


is 'most 


read 


- y 


for 


bed. Then 

1 k. 


-3 — zP 


1 


^^^^^i— 


^ 


—far — ■ — m— 


I 1 =^— >' -^£=: 


r 1 *^ 




- ^ 




-r« ^, — 






— at — 

















tJ 1 






1 - 


c* 


1 




____ 


1 


ff-^" 


^ 


-2- 




.i^ 


— 1— 


-3- 


P 


^3 








— !<p- — 


— . E ^ 1 


^ TT^ 






— ( 


^ 


— t 






"T h — i 


r 














w 


1 ^ 
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GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN_Concluded. 



=5^ 



cov er tbe ba by, too 



for fuu. 




Good 



m 



"f*~ 






-^s — 


— w~ 


N_ 


— h — 1 


1 ^ N 1 rn 




^ — 










— J'— d 












— J — 


* 


— - — 








f — 


— b» — 


" 


— » 1-[ 



DigUt, lit tie cbil - dren ; a 



kiss for each one. 




FIVE IN A ROW. 



Adapted from Rkixf.cke, 



Allegretto. 










Is 








^^-^^ ' ' 


-^=-^- 


— m'''^* — 


r = 


— 9 


~m — 






\ 


1. Five 

2. Four 

3. Tliree 

4. Two 

5. One 


lit - tie 
lit . tie 
lit - tie 
lit tie 
lit - tie 


raakl 
bob - o - 

hon - ey 
mou 


ens 

links 

ea 

bPC3 

sie 


-k— 

all. 

sit 

in 

on 

din 


ting 

tlie 

a 

-ing 


in 
in 

gar 
clo 
at 


a 

a 

den 
ver 
bis 


row, 
tree, 
bed, 
bloom, 

ease. 


A 










/ -i-f — J J J— 


-r — ,*- 




_„j_ . 


_-*__ 


— •— 


-P— 


—^ : 


V 


. 


_[_ ...^1 — 






_| 


|- 


-Y^ 










W-i 


- 


- " 


— -- - -- 








^^~ 









From " Song-s fur Little f hildrpn," for the Kindergarten and Primary Schonls, bv Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers; Milton Bradley C" , Sprinfrfield. Mpbb. ; 'I liomas ChfirlesCo., ai 1-213, \V abash Avenue, 
Chicajfo. With permission of author and publishers. 



FIVE IN A ROW Concluded. 
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Stand -iiig tliere so straight and still, "with hands be - hind them, 

Siug - ing mer ry rouu -de - lays, hap py as can 

Grow - ing up so fresh and sweet, yel low, white and 

For two lit tie hon ey hees there is hard - ly 



daint - y, daint - y meal 



IS 



his, 



of white bread and 




so ! Kow one a - way is skip-ping 

be; Now one a - way is fly - ing, 

red; But now the gard'ner's scis-sors 
room; Now one has fill'd his pock-ets 
cheese; Now swift-ly off he scampers, 



P 



as fa.st as she 
Lis lit tie mate 
have snipp'd off one 
and flies. .. off.. 
he hears the kit - 



can 
to 
wee 

ty 



^ 






^ 



3^ 



-i, u 1 



=s=t= 



go. Leaving four lit - tie maid ens standing in a row. 

see, Leavingthreelit - tie bob-o-linka sit-ting in a tree, 

head. Leaving two lit tie ros - ea in the gar-den bed. 

home. Leaving one lit tie lion-ey-bee on a clov-er bloom, 

sneeze, Leaving no lit- tie raou-sie, and such a lit - tie cheese! 



^ 



^^- 
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Kate L. Brown. 
Moderato.^ 



FINGER PIANO. 

Music arranged from Caul Eeinecke, by E. S. 

q-5= 



1. Kippling, sparMing in the srd, See the langliing brook-lets run : 

2. Now the mer-ry lark on high Car - ols sweet-ly from the sky; 

3. Thus the baud, so small a thiug, Still may sweetest mu - sic bring; 



^^i^H^ 










^ 



r ^ , ^—^ 



=i=S= 



E^ 



^2= 



Tell me, brooklet, in your play, Tell the song you sing to- day; 
"Widehespreadslnsflutt'rinjjwiuga, Sliowiiig gludneas as lie sings; 
Fiu-gers, you must move a long, Tou may help to make the song; 




^^- 



^^ 



^ 



Tip and down the fin - gers go, Bronkleta singing as they flow. 
TTp and down the fin gers gn, 'Tis the lark's song here he - low. 
Up and down the fin gers go, "Wak-en mu-sic sweet and low. 



rS^wt 



g;g=3=^g;gE3^^N^3gE^;E3J^^E^ 



THE HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 
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Laura E. Eichakds. 
Andaniino. p 



Old French Lullaby 



1. Five lit tie chil - dren, Bus y all the day; 




F^ 



^^ 



Light goes and night comes, — Sleep - y now are they. 

-U 




f 



^^ 



2. Say the pray'r soft ly> Close the tired 

3. Hap - py, hap - py chil - dren, East a - sleep are 



eyes ; 
you; 




May our Heav'nly Fa - ther "Watch ns till we 
Drop the head,.. go to hed: "We are sleep - y 



nse. 
too. 



S18 



THE BABY AND THE MOON. 



Adapted from Froekel, hy Kate S. Kellogg. 
Allefiretto. p Legato. ^~. 



E. S. 



m 



:=l<c=3c: 



=t 



^E 



=;s=S: 



=1= 



m 



" La - dy Moon.La-dyMoou, sail - ing so liigli. Dropdown to "ba - by, from 



d5 



-J— I**- 



m 



E3E^ 



■^ 



m^m^ 



-m-=Mz 



=S^^ 



:S=±^« 



=£^ 



=l»=i«= 



3^^^^^ 



Pi3 



E^E^ 



J= I I r. 



t- ^ — a - 



P 



^= 



=t 



=t= 



-^ — tp"- 



out the jn'eat sliy !" "Ba-by-liin, ba - by-kin, down far be - low, 




I hear thee call-ing, I Leartbee call-ing, I hear tbee call -ing, Tet 

-I- 




^p — L-L r ^]=F ^s£^g= -Lrpi*^^^^^--P — j =j^ 




THE BABY AND THE MOON.- Concluded. 
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:=s=jt: 



■^=^ 



=« «• — tt: 



^^ 



Soft sliin-ing raj-s," Moon loves tlio ba - "by," the moon -light says; 




1t=^ 



■^^^£E^^=^ 



3= 



=1= 



In her house dark and hlue.thon.iih she must stay, Kind-ly she'll watch thee, 



,s=^==i=«r=ii=3^5= 



^ 



m 



^=E 



ESEEfc 



:=2S; 



-#- -#- -^ -^- -fl 



^^ 






=1=^1= 



-SS^ 



»==t= 



:t=t-= 



hiiidly slie'll watch thee. Kindly .she'll watch thee, till dawns the new day." 




From " Songs for Little Children," for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Mnton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publisheis. 
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O LOOK AT THE MOON. 



Mrs. FOLLEN. 
About Waltz Time. 



W. W. Gilchrist. 



O loot at the moon, She is sliiu 



mg up 



P 



1=E1=EE* 



Pi^ 



X±Mi 



=1=$ 



^^■ 



^r 



m 



=«==^ 



:;st 



a '^ 1"^ 



=£= 



5?= 



f 



O Moth - 



er! ahe looks like 



P 



^i^g — '^-^H-^^-J-h g: 



-^— S- 



^ 



::=±: 




ehfip'd like a bow. But now slie'sgrownbig-Androundas an O And 

I. 



-^ -—^ \„^^ ^_^ -m- -fm-i- . 



O LOOK AT THE MOON.— Concluded. 
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^ 



=1=^ 



^ 



j±««L: 



m^ 



::gzr: 



-^-S - 



■^= 



-I ^1 - 4 



-1 n 



:5=t 



small twiukling star Is her lit tie ba-by. . 



P 



l=Ft 



-|— r t g: 



^r'^^Tif"^"*^ 



? .?_?_l:2: 






^E^ 



=S==e^: 



^3^ 



E^ 



THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 



Emily Huntington Milleu. 
Moderato and Sweetly 



Gkokge L. Osgood. 



m 



^ 



^ 



1. Now the stars be - gin to peep. In the sky so pure and bright; 

2. See the mnth-er star so dear ! "With her lit - tie chil-dren small, 

3. " Mother stiir ! I wish I tiiew How your h;i - hies po to bed ; 

4. Come.niy darliug! wliilejousleep On joarpil-Iow soft and while, 




With the movement of a cradle song. 
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THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS.— Concluded^ 



f 



Ei 



=i=»= 



Ba - by soon must go to sleep, 
And the fit - ther watcliiiig near, 
Do tliev run as chickens do, 
Stars will tliro' your wiu-dow peep. 



She must bid the stars good-night: 
Pret - ty stars ! I love you all ! 
Hid - ing ev - 'ry yel • low head 1 
Smiling, " Ba - hy, dear, good-night ! 




Lit tie feet are tired of play, Come, my dar- ling, come a -way! 
"When I shut my eyes to sleep. All theiiiglityour watch you keep; 
Do you tuck them soft and deep In a fleec - y cloud to sleep? 
Sweet-ly dreams and safe - ly rest In your pret -ty era - die nest! 




m, 



■^■^ 



E^ 



■Smz 



$ 



::^= 



^ 



=1= 



3=^"^ 



Lit - tie feet are tired of play, Come, my darling, come a way! 

"When I shut niy e\'es to sleep. All the nightyour watch you keep. 

Dc) y(Mi tuck them soft and deep. In a flt-ec-y cloud to sleep? 

Sweetly dreams and safely rest In your pret-ty era die nest!" 



THE CHILD AND THE STAR. 223 

Andante con moto e tranquillo. J. W. Elliott. 



i^iiii^ 



^^3E 



^^EE3E 



E^izzmi 



=isz 



1. Ijit - tie star that shines so bright. Come and peep at me to - night, 

2. Lit - tie star! tell me, pray, AThere you liide yourself all day? 

3. Lit - tie Child! at you I peep "While you lie so last a- sleep; 

4. Fvr I've ma - ny friends on high, Liv-ing with me in the sky, 



p 



5^ 



.^^ 



^=^^3E 



gg^?E 



=e^ 



cresc. 



irzrz 



=3= 



^^^^^ 



m^^ 



^- 



—'—^ 



For I of ten watch for you In the pret - ty slcy so blue. 

Have you got a home like mo. And a fa - ther kind to see? 

But "when mom be-jrins to break, I my homeward jour-iiey take. 

And a iov - iug Fa - ther, too. Who commands what I m to do. 




TWINKLE, TWINKLE LITTLE STAR. 

J. W. Elliott. 
P 



Allegretto Tnoderato. 



1. Twin - kle. twin-kle, lit - tie star. How I won - der what you are! 




224 TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR.— Continued. 

p poco rit. 



Up a - bove the world so high, Lilio a flia - mond iu the sky. 




2. "When the blaz- Ing snn ia gone, "When he noth-ing shines up - on, 

3. Then the trav-'ler in the dark Thanks you for your ti - uy spark: 




Then you show your lit - tie lijzht, Twiu-kle, twiii-kle, all the nijiht. 
Huw could he see whereto go, If you did not twiu-kle so! 




4. In the dark hluo sky yon keep. Oft - en through my curtains 

5. As your bright and ti - ny spark Lights the Irav'ler iu the 



peep 
dark 




T-WINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR.- Concluded. 225 

poco rit. 




For you nev - er shut your eye, Till the snn is ia tlie slsy. 
ThoagU I know not what you are, Twiu-kle, twin-kle, lit - tie star. 




STARS AND DAISIES. 



Dolce. 



E. S. 



P3^^^ 



m 



^ 



1. The stars are ti ny dai - sies higb, 

2. The star huds bios som iu the night, And 



^ 



m 



-^^ 



p^ 



Sostenuto. 






m 



Ope-niug and 
love the 



shut- ting in the slcy, "While dai-sies are the 
moous calm, ten-der light,13ut dai-sies bloom out 




From " Sones for L-ittle Children," for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Milton Hradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers. 
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STARS AND DAISIES.— Concluded. 



stara be - low, 

iu the diiy. 



Twink - ling and spark-ling as tliey grow, 
Watck - iuj^ the biigbt aun ou hia way. 




j=i *— r-y = 



=t«^a= 



THE LIGHT BIRD. 

Arranged from, Egbert Kohl, by E. S. 






O pret - ty bird, O ahia - ingbird, bright bird on the wall! 
The pret-ty bird, theshin - ing bird That flies np-on the wall! 




m 



:1S=^ 



^^ 



:r=f= 



O pret - tyliird.O shin - ingbird,I5e still find hear my call! 
Is made ot' light all pure and bright, It can-not hear your cull; 



^ ^j4=fa=^a=t;^ ^3^ 



3^= 




"Wliy will you fly a- way, dear? Why won't you come and play, dear? 
No hand can catch the liglit bird. The pret-ty bird, tlie bright bird! 



THE LIGHT BIRD Concluded. 
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O pret ■ ty bird, O shin - ing bird, O bright bird on tlie wall! 
Bat eyesmaycatcb and hearts may bold The liglitbirdou tbe -wall! 




THE LIGHT BIRD. 



P 



Elizabeth Ciiaules Lb Bouhgeois. 
Lightly. 



Eleanor Smith. 
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bir - die, gleam-ing on tlie "wall. Gleam - ing, gleam 




'Tis tlieliglitbiril, A ver - y 'brjglitbird, That is gleaming on the -wall, 

-TX-^ — \ — \ — I , ' I ' 



228 



THE LIGHT BIRD.— Concluded. 



'Tis the light bird, A ver - y bright bird. But it can not bear your calL 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT. 



Laura E. Eichards. 
Moderate, wf 



Child Song {Old French). 



1. Hey, the Eab-bit ! Ho, the Eab-bit ! See the Eah-bit od the -wall, 

2. Now the Rab-bit sits up - right. Munching grass with all his niiglit, 

3. Downour Bab-bit cow-ers now; Sure some dan -ger low-ers now. 




Pricks his cars, for tliat's his hab-it; Pricks them upandletsthera fall. 
See liini wrin-klenp liis nose... What's that for, do you snp-pose? 
See, the Hun - fcr with his gun . . Thinkshe's going to have some fiin. 



THE SHADOW RABBIT.— Concluded. 
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Pret-ty Kab-bit, stay now; Come with me and play now. 
Broth-er Rab-bit, shall I feed jou? Xo, my dear, I do not need you. 
Puff, puff, puff! The bul-lets fly-ing!Is our Eab-bit real-ly dy-ing? 
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!N"o, ah no, he -will not stay: Tip ho jumps and springs a - way. 
Eab-bits made up - on the wall Teed themselves, or not at all. 
'Not a bit, for see him run! llab-bits, too, can have their fun. 




THE LITTLE WINDOW. 



Emily Huntikgton Miller. 
Briskly and gracefully. 
-^ & h- 



1. Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo light, 

2. Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo light, 

3. Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo light, 



W. W. Gilchrist. 



beau - ti - fiil, beau - ti - ful 
beau - ti - i'ul, beau - ti - ful 
beau - ti - ful, beau - ti - ful 
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THE LITTLE WINDOW.— Concluded. 




Shin - ing ao clear thro' my win - (low bright 
Mak - ing the fields and mead - ews so bright 
Love is the suu-ahine tliat makes the heat bright 



i 
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Down from the sky, soft - ly you fly ; Peek - a - boo light, 
!Fh)w'rs in the grays smile as you pass; Peek - a - boo light, 
Pure ^ve would be, shin - lug like tliee; Peek - a - boo ligUt, 
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beau - ti - ful light, Peek - a - boo, bean ti - ful, bean-ti - fnl light, 
beau - ti - ful liglit, Peek - a - boo, boau - ti - fiil, bcau-ti - ful light, 
beau - ti - ful light, Peek - a - boo, beau - ti - fnl, beau-ti - ful light. 



THE WINDOW. 
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George H. Pare. 
Tranquillo. 



Ei.EAKOii Smith. . 



§^i 
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1. Come, love - ly liffht, and ahine on ua, And makes ns warm andV^riglit; 

2. '• Dear child, tbe suu liaa sent me down To make au - otli - er day, 
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Ton shine on ns, we'll gaze on yon, For day has conquered nijiht. 
And help you tread the path, of right, By light-en - iiig your way. 
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In thank-fiil praise of your bright r.ays.We lift our liap - py Toic ■ 
lu tbauk-ful praise of ilia briglit rays.Tlieuliftyourliap-py voic ■ 




For you love us and we love you. And all tlie ■world re -.joie 
For you love biiuaud lie loves you, A-ud all tlie world re -juic 
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TRANSFORMATION GAME. 



Emilie Polilssos. 
Moderato. 



ElEAXOU SiMITII. 



1. Hciiv boan-ti - fnl ! hoir joy - ons Our cir - clo large and Tvide! Where 

2. Vy> in tlio sky a - bove ns The love - ly stars ap - peav, Our 

3. HdiT beau-ti - ful ! bow joy - ous ! A ivrcatb ive now bavo bound, In 
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TRANSFORMATION GAME.— Concluded. 
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'round we go with sing ing, ^s we all love to do. 

,this is for our pa rents, Our grate -ful love to show, 

star and wreath have van ished, U ni ted we re - main. 




Emily Huntington Mtllek. 
Andante moderato. f 



THE CHARCOAL-BURNER. 

Tred. Field Bullard, Op. 30, No. 1. 
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1. Oh, why does the Cliar coal hum er stay 

2. The Char - coal hum er is hlack and grim, But 
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a tempo. 
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TJp in the woods by night and daj"^? He chops ttie trees and he 
thanlis for his work we owe to hiiu. He chops the trees with, a 
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THE CHARCOAL-BURNER.— Concluded. 



piles tlio wood, Andbnrna it slow to the char - coal fiood. The 
wliack.whaclCjWhack, Aiidbuinathe wood to tlie char - coal black. 
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BlacTtsmith's liammergoes " Klinp. klaiig, kliiig; Cliar-coal, cliar - coal 
Knives aud ax es, abov-els aud rakes, Shoes tur the po - uy the 
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bur - ry and brinp:, For bow can I shoe tlie po - ny's 

Black - smithmakes. The bel lows blow and the ham - luers 
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IVrt, "Wilh out good cliar - coal the iron to heat? 

beat, But be must have char - coal tlie irou to heat. 
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EMir.IE POULSSON. W. "W. GlLCHlilST. 
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Ba- sy is the Car-peii-ter, At Ms work lie staDds, Oh, the wonders 
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te can do "With, his stil - ful hands! Saw - ing now, the 
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long, long boards Shorter soon he makes, 

I 



And the rough is 
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THE CARPENTER.— Concluded. 
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Oh, the won -tiers he cau do "With hia skil ful hands! 
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THE CARPENTER. 



BMII.re PO0LSSOX. 

Con moto giojoso. mf 



EUPIIEMIA II. PaKKEU. 




_, Bu - ay is the Car - peu - ter ; At liis work he stands. 

2. I'.y his V'OTk tlie crook-ed sciou Striiislitiiiid e - ven srows: 

3. Bo tho Car-peu - ttr ;it last All to-geth-er briugs; 




Oh, llie Tvnu - ders he can do With his skil - lid liands! 
Cnrr'dhech.ing-cs in to flat; AVondrons .«kill he shows. 
Nails tlio hoards and tini - liiTS last ; How his ham - nier rings ! 



THE CARPENTER.— Continued. 
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Saw - ing now, the long boiirds Short-er soon lie malces, 
TliuB he -works so "bus - i - ly, But we hear him say. 
Thus a CO- sy house he huilda "Where the cbild may live. 
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And the rough is quick-ly smoothed "When the plane he takes. 

"Here a board and there a board : Pray, what use are they?" 

And for this the grate -ful child Love and thanks will give. 
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Kap, rap, lap, rap, rap ! 
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f Coda. 
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4. Bus - y is the Car - pen - ter, At his work he stands ; 




^ These measures may be repeated ad lib. or omitted entirely. 
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THE CARPENTER.-Concluded. 



Oh, the -won - dera he can do With his skil - ful hauds ! 




THE BRIDGE. 



Emilie Poulbson. 
Andantino. 



Ei.EANOu Smith. 



S^ 



b^H 1- 

1. Tliel)rookis flow-ing mer - ri - ly, Itn "Wfi ■ tera soft-ly gliile; 

2. But dark the wa - ter flowa be-tweeii,Tlie stream is deep ami wide; 

3. All thanks to you, good Car - pen - tt;r, Tlie child calls out in gloe, 
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A lit - tie child looks long- ing-ly Be - yond its rippling tido. 
No -way the lit -tie child can find To reach the oth - er side. 
Now I Clin reach the oth er side AVhere I have longed to he. 
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THE BRIDGE.— Concluded. 
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A-cross tlio Ijroolt are pret - ty ferns, And oh! sucli lovely moss! 
But soon therecomes a Car - pen-ter, "Who works witli husy hands, 
So on the bridge the hap - py child Kuus back aud forth at will, 
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And flow'rs that seem to nod at him And beckon him a 
Aud builds a bridge that safe and strong A - bove the wa - ter 
Al - though, be-ueath so deep aud wide. The bi'ook is flow - ing 
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cross. 

stands. 

still. 
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THE JOINER. 

Nora A. Smith. Arranged froyn Kobert Kohl. 

Andante non troppo. mf 



1. Plane, plane, plane; 

2. Strong, strong, strong 



Join - er, fol - low the grain. 
Push the plane a - long. 



240 



THE JOINER.— Concluded. 
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Smooth as ailk tlie ta - "ble grows; 'Not a \>reak tliefi bre shows. 
Make the "bencli all glos-sy white; Not a spliu-ter leave in sijiht. 




Plane, plane, plane 
Plane, plane, plane 

-J — J — .-I- 



Join - er, f(!l-low the grain. 
Join - er, fol-low the grain. 




Caro a. Dugan. 
Con moto. 



THE FARMYARD. 

Adapted from two French Folk Songs. 

=(n— I N- 



1. Ob, see tbo gate! It o pens -wide. Quick, my cliil ■ dren, 




step in - side. Tlie farm-yard birds and beasts we'll see, All good 



THE FARMYARD.— Continued. 
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^E^=j= s^^3: 



1 7^ 

friends to you and me. 



2. The pret - ty pig-eon3 in the aun, 

3. The ducks are swimming round and round, 

4. Just see the tui- - key strutting by, — 

5. The lit - tie lambs are cry - ing now, 
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Coo, coo, coo, coo. The lit tie colts now past us run ; 

Quack, quack, quack, quack. The moth -er hen a worm has found; 

Gnbhle-obble, jrobble-obble. The pigs are grunt- ing in their sty; 

Ma-a, ma-a, ma-a, ma-a. The dog joins in the Bow, wow, wow; 
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The 90 - ber cows all watch the fun. And say, Moo-oo, moo-oo. 
The chickens run a - cross the gmund, And cry, Pee-ecp, pee-eep. 
The roost- er from his perch on high. Cries, Cock - a - doo - die- doo. 
The old sheep standing by the plow, Says, Baa, baa - aa, baa-aa. 




■}f Imitate here the actual cries of the animals instead of using the syllribles. 

17 
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THE FARMYARD.— Concluded. 
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6. Now close tlio gg-te so high and wide, And leave the creatures all in- side ; 
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Tor we would keep theoi safe, yon see. These good friends to you and me. 
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THE GARDEN -GATE. 



EMILT HUNTINGTOS MiLI.Eli. 

Bather quick. 



W. W. Gilchrist. 



1. Pretty gar - den- gate, we pray you, O - po.mvide and let ns go; 

2. In the wind 80 gen - tly rock-ing. Here the Moth-er - rose is seen; 

3. Darling vio - lets, are you hid - ing In the grass your eyes so blue? 

4 




'Where the mer ry fountain dano - es, "Where the sweet, white lihes grow. 
And her ha - 1>V - huds are peeping 'J'liro' their blankets soft and green. 
Nev er tear tliat we shall leave you, We will ou ■ ly smile on you. 



THE GARDEN-GATE.— Concluded. 
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0- pen.pret - ty gate, we 
Ba - by-buds ! make basfe to 
Kos ■ es red, aud lil - ies 
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pray, - pen flow'rs for uow 'tis day. 
grow. While the sum - mer breez-ea blow, 
white, Violets sweet, good-bye, good-iiight. 
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iasi verse, — dying away. 
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bye, good 



bye, good 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER. 



Laura E. Richards. 
Tempo di Yalse Lento. 



Sungarian Folk Song. 



1. Come, chil-dren, with, rao to the gar - den a way! 

2. "All thanks, lit tie chil-dren,'' each bud sceras to say... 



244 



THE LITTLE GARDENER Continued. 
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Tlie plfinta are all "wait- inj; onr coni-ing to - day. 
All tbauka for the love that you allow us to - da^'. 
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In lieat and in sun - shine is droop-ing each leaf,. 
Now beau- ty and per- fume shall hleas you each one.. 
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But tho chil-dren are com-intr- to bring them re - lief. 
lu lov - iug re - turn, for the good you. have done. 
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Trinkle - triiik ! Triiikle - trink ! How tlie drops oliime and wink! 
Twinkle-twiuk ! Twiukle-twiuk! Now like stars seo us "wink! 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER.— Concluded. 
rail. 
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As the poor thirst - y plants hold their hoads up to drink! 
For kind - ness bringa kind-uesa,— so flow - era all think." 




Kate L. Brown. 

Allegretto grazioso. 



THE LITTLE GARDENER. 



Carl Ekiskcke. 



1. Un - der the glow - inj: sun, Buds o -pen one hy one. 

2. Tiuk-ling the wa tera run, Now th.at tliejr work ia done. 
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"Come! we are 
Out roll the 



thirst - y," The dear hlos - soma cry I 
hlos - soma, The auu - shine to greet; 




Hast - en the children's feet, "Tes, we are com - ing, sweet,' 
'Let ua your care re -pay. Bloom for you day hy day, 

J — r'n ,-- — ii^ — I- 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER Concluded. 



Sweet lit tie bios 
Wilis - per the pet 



soma, Dust y and dry." 
als Glow iug and sweet. 




LITTLE ANNIE'S GARDEN. 

Mrs. FOLLEX. Elkakor Smith. 

Allegretto can moto. 




1. In lit - tie An - nie's par - den Grew all sorts of no - siea, 

2. Sweet peas aud morn-iug glo - lies, A bed of vio - lets blue, 




-f-*' — ;: — s- 


r> 


k sn 








































J 

There were pints an( 
And mar - i - 


1 ^ - : 

mis - non-ette. And tn 
golds aud as - tera In An 


- lips and ros - es. 
- nie's gar - deu grew. 


T^y^ — r*'" 


^ m ! 1- 


-t 


n 1" '"1 1 ^ — i-r 




















^ f 


f 

-m 


-. *- 


r*-; 


* 


^n 




"^l^—r- 


-, 


— ' d 





U: 




Ei_j — y 



There the bee. . . went for lion - ey, And the hnraminfr hirds too, 
And there a - mong her flow-ers, Ev - ery bright and pleasant day» 



LITTLE ANNIE'S GARDEN.— Concluded. 
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And tliere the pretty Imt • ter-flies And la - dv - birds flew. 

In her own pretty gar - den^ Little An - nie went to play. 




THE LITTLE PLANT. 
Kate L. Brows. "W. W. Gilchkist. 

Sinoothly, and moderately slow. ^^ 



In tlie heart of 



seed, Bur - ried deep, so deep ! 
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THE LITTLE PLANT.— Concluded. 



Wake ! wake ! said the voice, 
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Of rain-drop bright. 




m 



zfcztz 



S£^ 



F~a 



4:^1= 



Then the lit -tie plant heard. 
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And it rose to see 
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THE WHEEL,-^A^RIGHT. 



Emily Huntington Miller. 
Moderate. 



Eleanor Smith. 



1. March to - geth - er and liev - er stop, Here we go to the 

2. This in the an - gi"r, .slim and long, Tnvn'd hy the Tvheel-wnght a 

3. These are the spokes all shap'd a - right, This is the hnb that 




THE \VHEEL-WRIGHT.— Concluded. 
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Wlieel-wriglit'a Rliop."WTieel--wright! show us tlie way you do, 

hands so stronrr. Straight and stead - y the an ger goes. And 

holds them tight. This is the rim of 1 - ron and -wootl. To 




Mak - ing the wheel so round and true, Turn - ing fast and 
smooth and true tho hole it., grows, Turn -ing stead - y and 
fin ish my wheel so use - ful and good. Turn - ing fast and 

r 




Fine. 



turning slow,This is the way the wheel must go. 
turning slow,This is the way the auger must go. 
turning slow, This is the way the wheel must go. 
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250 THE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 



Emily Huntington Milleii. 
^^ Allegretto marcato 
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What do you seek, good Knight, to - day ?.. " O - ver the world we 
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Tliia is the child so dear, Erave Knights, you see hiin here!' 
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Then gal lop, and gal lop, and gal lop a "way. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

ElfILT HUNTIXGTOX MlLLEK. ElEASOU SmITH. 

AUegretto raarcato. 
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Adagio. 



vis - it the hap -py cliil-dren's land? Ab, trave kniglits yon will 




all 1)6 sad To know that my child is self - ish and had. 
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On - ly good chil - dren with us can go, Then a - 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

Emily Huntington Miller. E. S. 
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1. Jin-gle, iin-gle, jin - gle ; Hop I hop ! hop ! 

2. Nov - er fear, my darliujr i Look, and see, 
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AH the Knights are smiling Smii-iug at me. 



Now my child is 
You shall stay with 
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rid - ing with you. 
rid - ingsLall go. 



Kid - iiig, a - rid - ing o - ver liill and dell. 
Kid - ing, a - rid - iug o - Ter hill and dell, 
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But bring him back at eve ning, Be-canae "vre lore liim well. 
But you'll come back at eve - ning. Be-cause we love bini well. 




THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 



Emily Huntington Mtlleii. 
Allegretto con moto. wf 



Eleanou Smith. 



1. I liear the bu - gle sound -ing, So mer - ry and so 

2. You can - no* have my dar - ling, So do not liu - ger 



clear ; 
here. 



256 



THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER.— Continued. 



The Iviiighta come gaily rid - ing, They want tliee, child, I fear. 
Safe iu my heart I'll keep liiui, He is su good and dear. 
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Now liide tliefi quick, my tlar ling, And nea - tie close to mo, 
Kow do not tar- ry Ion ger, But swift - ly lido a- way; 
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For not one dim - pled fin ger The gal - laiit knighta shall see. 
Peep out; aud smile, luy lad die, And hid the kiiiglits good-day. 
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HIDE AND SEEK. 



Henhietta K. Eliot. 
Andante con moto. 



After HATnx. 



"Where are you, my Ba by? You've left mo a loue; Who'll 
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tell me, who'll tell me "Where Ba by is gone? I've 
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so long ; g]j^,?g far, far a -way. I'll thank a ny 
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one "Who will briuff ,j™ to stay. TThy here in ray arms raj' dear 




Ba by lies ! "We oft - en look Car for what's un - der our eyes. 
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CUCKOO. 



HENniETTA E. Eliot. 
Molto moderato, p dolce. 



Fkeu. Fikld Bullari), 
Op. 30, No. 2. 




on, cuck-00. Call back and he will hear; Cuck-oo, cuck - 
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mf rail, peneeroso. ^ a tempo. 
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wants my lit - tie one. Ah, now you'vefbund him, dear. Ton will both be 
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bap - py here, Cuck-oo, cuck - oo, 

n Tempo I. 



cuck- 00., 




Kate L. Brows. 
Andantino. p 



HIDING GAME. 



Cakl Eeinecke. 



1. Here stand we all u - nit - ed Tor happy song and play ; 

2. Our cir - cle now is brok-en. Look up and you may say, 
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No break is in onr cir - clo, "We Ring with voic - es gay j 
"What lit tie child lias left ua, And hid - den sale a- ^vay; 
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Here stand tvo all u - iiit - ed For hap-pysoiig and play. 
It" .. you -will tell U3 right -ly, AVe'll clap you in our play. 




GUESSING THE SINGER. 

Kate L. Browx. (Swahian Popular Song.) Caul Kkinecke. 




Blindfolded child sings: 

1. The HoTii; I am sing - in g. My friend must re - peat; 
All the children sing : 

2. Hush! chil-dren, and lis ten, Till out rings the song, 
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voice clear and sweet. 



"will not be long. 
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THE CHURCH, 



Laura E. Richards. 
2'ranquillo. 



Eleanor Smith. 



_^ ^ 

1. Hark! tlie cbui'ch-beU'a pleaa-ant Bound; 

2. Let your heart be pure and clean, 

3. God who sends the nier - ry breeze, 

4. In the church 80 calm, so still, 

5. Once he sent to dwell on earth. 



— \ 

Let U3 go, my cliild, 
Wljento church yon go; 
Blow-inghere and there, 
"When your child-ish heart 
Je - sua, bless- ed child. 
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There where er - 'ly Sun - day morn 
For all sweet aud love - ly things 
Sends the might -y storms that rage 
With a sol - emn joy doth fill, 
From the hour that gave him birth, 



Kings the aaiii-nions mild. 
There you'll learn to know. 
Thro' the np - per air. 
That, too, is his part. 
Pure and un - de - filed. 




Thro' the loft - y windows there. 
Learn of God who gives ns all, 
Yet so lov - ing kind is he. 
He who lov - ing pa-rents gave, 
Try, like him, my lit - tie child. 



Kain-bow light is streaming fair. 
Birds that sing and streams that fall, 
Ev - 'ry sniall-est leaf you see 
Sis ter sweet and hroth-er hrave, 
To be gen - tie, kind and mild I 
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From the doors wide open thrown Peals the or-gan's sol emn tono. 
Sun and Dioon in glorious light, Trees and flow'rsin beau-ty bright. 
Knowshis care and does liis will, Ownshis wisdom work- ing still. 
Gives the pow'r to love and bless, Bringingjoy and hnp pi - ness. 
For 'tis thus ^ourwillyou'Ushow To the God who loves you bo. 
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Come, says the ail - ver 15611, Come where the voic - es tell 
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Of the God who dwells ahove, Of the God whose name is Love. 




WANDERING SONG. 
Kate L. Brown. After an Old French Lullaby. 

Allegretto, tnf Dolce. 
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1. First to one friend, then an-oth-er, Mer - ri ly our ball -will stray; 

2. First to one friend, then an-oth-er, Lit- tie Ma-ry now will stray, 

3. Eound a-hout our pret - ty play-room All the children love to stray; 
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On it goes a - moiigthe cliiltlreii, Hap-py com-rade in their play; 
She -will vis - it "with the, children, Hap-py com-rade in their play ; 
Sing-ing wel-come to the sunshine. Gold-en sunshine on its Tvay; 




"Wishing one and then an-oth- er. Wishing all a pleas-ant day, 
"Wisliing one and then an-oth- er, Wishing; all a, pleas-ant day, 
"Wishing pictures, hirds and flow -ers, Each and all a pleas-ant day, 
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"Wish-ing all a pleas-ant day. 
"Wish-ing all a pleaa-ant day. 
Each and all a pleas-ant day. 
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THE VISIT. 
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Hate L. Brown. 

Allegro Connmodo. f 



From ^'■Uhildrene' Songs.' 
Carl Keinecke. 



1. Dear lit tie frioiida a - cross tlie way, "We coine 

2. Dear lit tie friends a cross the way, "We're eor 
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vis it you to day, "We come to vis 

"but we must not stay ; Please come and vis 




you to - day. And give you pleas - ant greet 
us some day. And give us friend - ly greet 
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are your par - dens, pets and swinffs, Yonr toys and all the 
see our par - dens, peta and swings. Our toys and all the 
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THE WANDERING SONG. 



KosA A. Smith. 
Allegro nan troppo. mf 



Fred. Field Bullaed, 
Op. 30, No, 7. 



1. "We love to go a - roam - ing On snn - ny days of Spring, 

2. "We love lo go a - roam - ing "WbenSummerdayaliavecome, 

3. Wo love to go a -roam -ing On ha zy Au-tumn day.s, 

4. We love to go a - roam - ing In frost - y Win - ter - time, 
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"When first the budg be-giu to peep. And birds be- gin to sing: 
Aud hear tbe wbis-per of tbegrass.Tbe in-sects' sleep -y hum: 
"When beeches wave theiryel - low flags And scar- let ma- pies blaze ; 
"When all the i - cy streams are still. And mer-ry sleigh-bells cbmie: 
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The lamb-kins frol - ic in the field, The ba by leaves «n-fold, 
Tne ros - es bloom on ev 'ry side, The wheat is gi-ow - ing high. 
The squirrel's stor - iiig up his nuts. The corn is gath - er'd in, 
The akat - ers skim a -cross the pond, The uorth-wind whistles free. 
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And daD - de - li ons from the gi-ass Shine out like stars of gold. 

And lil - ies "bloa-aom white and gold Wliere qui-et wa - ters lie 

And ro sy ap - pIea,amooth and ripe, Fill np the farra-er's hin. 

And in the si - lent for - est waits The dar-ling Christmas Tree. 
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Refrain. / ma dolee. 



"We love to go a, - roam - ing:, a - roam - ing, a - roam - itig 

"We love to 'go ii - roam - ing, a - roam - iiig, a - roam - ing 

We love to go a - roam - ing, a - roam - ing, a - roam - iiig 

"VTe love to go a - roam - ing, a - roam - ing, a - roam - iug 
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We 
We 




love to 
love to 
love to 



go 
go 
go 



love to go 



a - roam 
a - roam 
ii - roam 
a - roam 



iiig On sun - ny days of Spring, 
ing WhenSum-nier days have conie. 
iTig On he - zy Au-tumn days, 
ing In frost - y Win - ter time. 
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From " Children' s Sonf^s, and fltnu io Sm^ them. ' With permission of W. L, Tomlins. 
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Wa - t'ring flow ers, 
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turn-ing niill-wbeels, Giv - ing joy wher-e'er you go. 
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Down the hill - side, thro' the val - ley. Slid - ing soft - ly, 
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-ii. — ^ — t^ — t^ — k ^ 



^ = ^1 r2-~j^ ^^f- ^ 4=^i t:^ j^|--q--g S 



i&=^ 



m 






Giv - i]ig joy wher-e'er you go. 
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INDEX OF FIEST LINES. 



away 



All about, all about Baby's feet are flying 
All gone ! The supper's gone ! 
Busy is the Carpenter . 
Busy is the Carpenter . 
Butterflies, butterflies . 
Come, children, with me to the garden 
Come, lovely light, and shine on us 
Come, my Baby, you shall make 
Cover the eyes all close and tight 
Creeping, slowly creeping 
Cuclcoo, cuckoo 

Dear little friends across the way 
Down goes Baby, Mother's pet 
First to one friend, then another 
Five little children . 
Five little maidens all in a row 
Fly, little bird, in the golden sun 
From the willow branches slender 
Galloping fast and galloping free 
Hark ! the church-bell's pleasant sound 
Here come riding the knights so gay 
Here stand we all united 
Here's a pretty cradle nest . 
Here's Grandpapa and Grandmamma 
Hey, the Rabbit ! Ho, the Rabbit ! 
How beautiful ! how Joyous . 
I hear the bugle sounding 
I lived first in a little house . 
In a hedge just where 'tis best 
In little Annie's garden . 
In the heart of a seed . 
I saw you toss the kites on high . 
Jingle, jingle, jingle 
" Lady Moon, Lady Moon, sailing so high " 
Little star that shines so bright . 
March together and never stop 
Merry and swift in the crystal stream 
Merry little fishes .... 
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Now go to sleep, my Thumbkin. so clumsy and strong . 213 
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Now the stars begin to peep 221 

birdie, gleaming on the vrall 227 
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Oh, see the gate 1 It open's wide 240 
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pretty bird, shining bird 226 
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Plane, plane, plane 239 
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Rippling, purling little river 268 

Rippling, sparkling in the sun 216 
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